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APOLOGIA 

"  Translator  !  And  of  Horace !   Too  large  store 
We  have  of  such  :   why  would  you  make  them  more  ? 
A  task — to  quote  the  bard's  own  words — as  mad 
As  should  we  faggots  to  a  forest  add." 
Well !   the  poor  faggot- carrier  in  a  wood 
May  find  a  pleasaunce,  and  may  gather  good  : 
Good  for  himself,  while  others,  e'en  as  he. 
From  his  poor  sticks  may  better  know  the  tree, 
Wherefore,  let  who  will  read,  he  not  in  vain 
Translates  who  works  two  pleasures  by  one  pain. 


PREFACE 

New  times  tempt  forth  new  translations  :  for  ideas 
about  translation  are  ever  changing.  Especially  is  this 
so  about  poetry.  Should  it  be  rendered  in  metre,  in 
rhyme,  and  how  closely  ?  I  prefer  metre,  and  rhyme  ; 
but  shall  not  inflict  on  others  my  reasons.  And  the 
closer  a  translation  is,  the  better,  if  it  be  good  readable 
EngHsh  :  but  this  *'  if  "  opens  a  wide  door. 

About  translating  Horace's  Odes,  on  two  points  only 
shall  I  dwell.  1.  Ought  a  certain  Latin  metre  to  be 
invariably  rendered  by  the  same  English  metre  ? 
2.  What  is  the  proper  length  of  Enghsh  for  a  Latin  line 
or  stanza  ? 

As  to  (1),  some  (I  believe)  answer  Yes  :  but  I  do 
not.  Why  ?  Because  Horatian  Odes  in  the  same  metre 
are  undeniably  not  all  in  the  same  mood.  Almost  any 
Horatian  metre  supplies  odes  widely  differing  :  grave, 
gay,  moral,  convivial,  earnest,  trifling.  Now  though 
different  feehngs  may  be  expressed  in  the  same  English 
metre,  yet  some  English  metres  are  by  use  appropriated 
to  particular  moods  ;  and  Horace's  variety  of  moods 
can  be  more  surely  shown  by  varying  the  metre. 

But  where  there  are  stanzas  in  the  Latin,  there  should 
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be  stanzas  in  the  Englisli.  And  the  stanza  adopted 
should  have  some  correspondence  with  that  of  the  origi- 
nal. Nearly  all  (some  say  all)  Horace's  odes  are  in 
stanzas.  But  there  are  odes  which  do  not  markedly 
fall  into  quatrains  :  for  example,  those  in  the  short  and 
long  Asclepiad  couplets.  Nay,  of  these  some  by  their 
pauses  do  not  in  the  least  suggest  stanzas.  Ode  III.  25 
{Quo  me  Bacche  rapis)  would  lose  much  if  rendered  into 
English  quatrains.  Again,  some  odes  of  equal  Asclepiad 
lines  have  no  clear  stanzaic  division. 

As  to  (2),  What  is  the  amount  of  EngUsh  proper  for 
a  certain  length  of  Latin  ?  To  some  conclusion  on  this 
question  a  translator  must  come. 

Latin  is  often  termed  a  concise  language.  So  it  is,  in 
a  way.  As  an  inflected  language,  it  can  express  in  one 
word  what  modern  languages  must  express  by  several. 
But  in  utterance  English  is  not  longer  than  Latin. 
Count  syllables,  and  it  is  usually  shorter.  This  any  one 
can  prove  for  himself  by  experiment  on  a  line  or  phrase 
without  special  effort  at  compression.  However,  as 
English  syllables  with  their  consonantal  frames  have 
more  letters  than  Latin  syllables,  this  somewhat  restores 
the  balance  of  conciseness. 

Practically  the  translator  must  choose  his  metre  by 
syllables  ;  a  metre  not  too  long,  for  some  compression 
is  helpful  as  leading  to  plain  forcible  English  ;  nor  yet 
too  short,  for  his  aim  is  to  omit  nothing,  and  now  and 
then  a  Latin  word  or  phrase,  to  give  its  full  force,  may 
even  need  expansion. 

My  conclusion  was  that  the  Alcaic  stanza  of  forty-one 
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syllables  needed  an  English  stanza  of  thirty-four  or 
thirty-six.  Four  eights  (thirty-two),  which  I  tried  in 
a  few  cases,  I  thought  a  Httle  too  short :  four  tens  are 
too  long.  And  some  inequality  of  lines  seemed  advisable  ; 
and  here  it  seemed  best  that  the  third  line  should  be 
the  short  one,  as  in  the  Latin. 

For  rhyme  arrangements,  I  have  largely  used  stanzas 
in  which  the  first  line  rhymes  with  the  fourth,  and  the 
second  with  the  third.  This  I  had  tried  for  Alcaics  some 
forty  years  ago.  To  us  now  this  introverted  rhyming 
is  most  familiar  through  In  Memoriam  :  but  it  exists 
in  our  old  poets ;  George  Herbert  employs  it  in  several 
varieties. 

With  what  effect  I  have  followed  my  own  ideal, 
preferences,  and  rules,  and  produced  a  translation  close, 
readable,  and  melodious,  let  others  judge. 

W.  C.  Green. 


BOOK    I 


BOOK  I 
Ode  I 

Various,  O  Maecenas,  are  the  pursuits  and  aims  of  men  :  my  wish 
is  to  be  a  lyric  poet. 

Maecenas,  sprung  of  kingly  line. 
Thou  strength  and  pride  of  me  and  mine, 
There  are  who  car-borne  love  to  raise 
Olympic  dust,  whose  hot  wheels  graze 
But  shun  the  goal,  whom  palm  of  worth 
Lifts  to  the  gods  the  lords  of  earth. 
One  joys,  if  fickle  Eoman  crowd 
By  triple  honours  make  him  proud ; 
Another,  if  his  barns  contain 
From  Libyan  floors  the  gather'd  grain. 
Who  hoes  content  his  father's  plot. 
Mountains  of  money  move  him  not, 
Timorous,  to  be  a  sailor  brave 
And  plough  with  keel  Euboean  wave. 
Tho'  scared  by  battling  winds  and  seas 
The  merchant  praise  suburban  ease. 
Yet  shatter' d  ships  he'll  soon  repair, 
Unschool'd  hard  poverty  to  bear. 
There  is  who  scorns  not  Massic  old, 
On  the  day's  work  encroaching  bold 
With  cups,  'neath  arbutus'  green  shade. 
Or  by  the  murmuring  fountain  laid. 
Many  love  camps,  their  mingled  call. 
Clarion  and  trump,  and  wars  withal, 
Which  mothers  hate.     Beneath  cold  skies 
Of  tender  wife  forgetful  hes 
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The  hunter,  when  his  staunch  hounds  view 

A  deer,  or  Marsian  boar  pursue 

That  'scapes  his  broken  meshes  through. 

Me  ivy,  meed  of  learned  brows. 

Joins  with  the  gods  ;   me  shady  boughs, 

And  nymphs'  and  satyrs'  dancing  choirs 

Part  from  the  crowd  :   what  time  inspires 

Euterpe's  breath  her  full  toned  flute, 

Nor  Polyhymnia's  string  is  mute. 

And,  rank'd  as  lyric  poet,  I 

With  lofty  head  shall  strike  the  sky. 


Ode  II 

The  late  storms  and  floods  are  a  token  of  divine  wrath  for  Julius 
Caesar's  death.  Who  shall  atone,  who  save  us?  Augustus,  we 
look  to  thee. 

Op  snow  and  furious  hail  upon  our  land 
Great  Jove  hath  sent  enough  :   his  red  right  hand 
Our  sacred  towers  mark  for  his  bolts  hath  made, 
And  Rome  affray'd ; 

Affray'd  withal  the  world,  boding  anew 
Pyrrha's  sad  age,  who  marvels  strange  did  view, 
When  Proteus  drove  his  cattle  one  and  all 
To  mountains  tall : 

When  clung  the  fishy  tribes  in  elm  above, 
(Whilom  a  noted  harbour  for  the  dove) 
When  swam  upon  a  plain  of  waters  drear 
The  frighted  deer. 

The  yellow  Tiber  we  have  seen,  his  tide 
Forced  backward  from  the  steep  Etruscan  side. 
Spread  o'er  the  flat  to  raze  King  Numa's  tomb 
And  Vesta's  dome  : 
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While  of  his  Ilia's  grief  avenger  he 
Boasts  him,  and  o'er  his  left  bank  ghdeth  free, 
A  river  braving  for  his  wife's  dear  love 
Offended  Jove. 

Romans  of  late  'gainst  Romans  sharpen'd  steel 
For  death  that  Parthian  foes  would  rightlier  feel : 
Such  fights  our  sons  by  parents'  vice  made  few 
Shall  hear  and  rue. 

What  god  to  stay  the  falling  Empire's  state 
Shall  Romans  call  ?  What  prayer  importunate 
Shall  holy  virgins  chaunt  in  Vesta's  ear, 
Who  will  not  hear  ? 

Whom  now  will  Jove  ordain  to  wash  away 
Our  guilt  ?  Apollo  augur,  come,  we  pray, 
Come,  howso  late,  thy  shoulders  bright  in  shroud 
Of  mantUng  cloud. 

Or  wilt  thou,  queen  of  Erjrx,  come  with  smile, 
And  Jest  and  Cupid  flying  round  the  while  ? 
Or  thou,  if  thy  neglected  race  and  seed 
Thou  still  dost  heed. 

Come,  Mars  our  Founder  :  thou  hast  play'd  too  long 
Thy  game  :  whom  shouts,  bright  helms,  and  onset  strong 
Of  grim-faced  Moor  on  bloody  foe  in  fight 
Ever  dehght. 

Or  if  'tis  thou,  kind  Maia's  winged  son. 
Who  dost  on  earth  a  youthful  semblance  don. 
Content  if  thee  glad  Rome  of  Caesar's  fall 
Avenger  call : 

Then  haste  not  back  to  heaven,  but  glad  among 
The  people  of  Quirinus  tarry  long  : 
Nor,  with  our  vices  wroth,  wind-wafted  rise 
Swift  to  the  skies. 
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Here  rather  stay  well-pleased,  here  triumphs  claim, 
Father  and  Prince  be  call'd,  and  love  the  name  : 
Nor  let  the  Medes  unpunish'd  ride  the  plains, 
While  Caesar  reigns. 


Ode  III 

Heaven  keep  thee,  ship  that  bearest  Virgil  !     What  terrors  hath 
the  sea  !     How  presumptuous  is  man's  daring  ! 

WouLDST  thou  by  Cjrprian  queen  be  blest 
And  Helen's  brothers'  starry  guidance  bright, 
And  Aeolus,  who  prison'd  tight 

Shall  bind  his  windy  sons  all  save  the  West ; 

Then  see,  good  ship,  thy  debt  thou  pay, 
Guarding  the  dear  half  of  my  very  soul. 
And  for  my  prayers  unhurt  and  whole 

Virgil,  thy  charge,  to  Attic  shores  convey. 

Sure  oak  and  triple  brass  enmail'd 

His  breast,  who  trusted  to  the  savage  sea 
His  fragile  bark,  first  sailor  he, 

Nor  at  the  headlong  gale  from  Afric  quail'd, 

BattHng  with  Boreas  loud  and  long, 

Nor  at  the  Hyads  drear,  or  South- wind's  rage, 
Than  whom  to  chafe  or  to  assuage 

His  billows  Hadria  knows  no  lord  more  strong. 

How  could  assault  of  death  appal 

That  man  who  swimming  monsters  hath  dry- eyed 

Beheld,  and  seas  with  swelling  tide, 
And  those  ill  rocks  that  Thunder-peaks  we  call  ? 

In  vain  has  providence  divine 

Cut  land  from  land  by  the  divorcing  deep, 

If  in  God's  despite  ships  o'erleap 
Impious  that  unpermitted  watery  line. 
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Thro'  all  forbidden  deeds  of  shame, 

Bold  to  endure  the  worst,  mankind  still  run : 
Bold  of  lapetus  was  the  son, 

Who  fraudful  brought  to  men  the  gift  of  flame. 

Then,  after  fire  thus  filch'd  away 

From  Heaven's  high  hall,  leanness  and  fevers  new 

Brooded  o'er  earth,  a  noisome  crew : 
And  death — aye  sure,  but  distant  with  delay 

Of  old — now  quicker  pace  hath  won. 

Soon  Daedalus  the  empty  air-way  tried 

With  wings  to  human  use  denied. 
And  Hercules  by  toil  burst  Acheron. 

Nought  now  for  mortals  is  too  high  : 
We  strive  in  folly  heaven  itself  to  cHmb, 
Nor  suffer  in  our  pride  of  crime 

Great  Jove  to  lay  his  angry  thunders  by. 


Ode  IV 

Welcome,  Spring,     Rejoice  we  while  we  may.     Death  ends  all 
pleasure  and  love. 

Biting  winter  melts  and  flees. 
Spring  and  Zephyr  well  his  place  supplying ; 

Windlass  hauleth  to  the  seas 
Keels  that  lay  a-drying. 

Flocks  no  more  in  folds  dehght, 
Ingle-nook  no  more  the  ploughman  pleases  ; 

Nor  to  plain  of  rimy  white 
Grassy  meadow  freezes. 

Dances  now  doth  Venus  lead 
'Neath  the  pendent  moon  above  her  shining ; 

Nymphs  with  her  and  Graces  tread 
(Comely  choir  combining) 
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Eartli  that  shakes  to  measured  feet ; 
While  below  the  ground  the  Fire-god  urges, 

Speeding  heavy  toil  with  heat, 
Cyclopean  forges. 

Now  'tis  meet  our  brows  again 
Wreaths  of  myrtle  green  or  flowers  be  wearing, 

Flowers  which  freed  from  winter's  chain 
Vernal  fields  are  bearing. 

Now  'tis  meet  in  shady  groves 
Victim  due  to  Faunus  we  be  slaying, 

Whichsoe'er  he  better  loves, 
Lamb  or  kid  repaying. 

Pallid  death  all  doors  alike. 
Hind's  and  king's  with  equal  foot  and  stealthy, 

Cot  and  palace  dares  to  strike. 
Sestius,  high  and  wealthy, 

Life's  short  sum  a  hope  that's  long 
Ev'n  in  its  beginning  hath  forbidden : 

Soon  the  fabled  ghosts  among 
Night  will  hold  thee  hidden. 

Thou  to  Pluto's  home  wilt  hie, 
Shadowy  home  :  and  when  it  once  shall  claim  theei 

Nevermore  shall  throw  of  die 
King  of  winecups  name  thee. 

Nor  wilt  praise  young  Lycidas, 
Him  for  whom  our  striplings  now  are  burning. 

And  more  coyly  every  lass 
Later  will  be  yearning. 

Ode  V 

Pyrrha,  whom  fool  you  now  ?     Shipwreck  awaits  your  dupes.     I 
have  escaped,  and  am  thankful. 

What  slim  boy  woos  in  pleasant  grot 
With  liquid  odours  round  him  shed 
Thee,  Pyrrha,  on  rosy  bed  ? 

For  whom  thy  yellow  hair  dost  knot^ 
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Plain  in  thy  daintiness  ?  Ah  me  ! 

How  oft  lost  faith  and  gods  that  change 

He'll  weep,  with  wonder  strange 
At  the  black  winds  that  fret  the  sea  ! 

Who  credulous  now  thinks  thee  gold, 
Hopes  thee  still  dear,  still  all  his  own  ; 
Thy  changeful  breeze  unkno^vn. 

How  false.     Poor  dupes,  who  real  hold 

Such  untried  sheen  !  I,  as  the  board 
Limn'd  on  the  temple  wall  doth  show. 
My  wet  weeds  long  ago 

Hung  up  in  thanks  to  ocean's  lord* 


Ode  VI 

Agrippa,  Varius  must  write  of  your  victories  :  I  cannot.     My 
themes  are  light  :  banquets  and  loves. 

Vakius  will  write  thee  victor  brave  and  strong, 
Varius,  that  eagle  of  Homeric  song. 
And  with  their  chief's  will  write  thy  soldiers'  deeds. 
Bold  feats  on  ships  or  steeds. 

Not  these,  Agrippa,  I  to  tell  aspire ; 
Nor  Peleus'  son  unyielding  in  his  ire, 
Nor  shrewd  Ulysses,  seaman  venturous, 
Nor  Pelops'  cruel  house. 

Great  themes  are  these ;  I  touch  them  not,  I  small. 
Me  modesty  and  a  peaceful  Muse  withal 
Forbid  great  Caesar's  praise  and  thine  to  hymn 
And  by  weak  wit  bedim. 

Mars  mail'd  in  adamant  who  by  worthy  strain 
Can  match  ?     Or  who  Meriones  from  Troy's  plain 
Dust-blacken'd  ?     Or  by  aid  from  Pallas  given 
Tydides  daring  heaven  ? 
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I  banquets  sing  ;  if  battles,  only  those 
Where  girls  with  well-trimm'd  nails  on  boys  deal  blows  : 
And,  be  I  fancy-free  or  burn,  indite 
A  song  (as  ever)  light. 


Ode  VII 

Travellers  praise  various  lands.  To  me  nought  is  fairer  than 
Italy.  Plancus,  be  not  gloomy  :  soothe  cares  with  wine,  taught  by 
Teucer's  example. 

Some  will  noble  Rhodos, 

Some  will  Mytilene  praise, 
Ephesus,  or  Corinth 

Wall'd  between  two  bays, 
Thebes  renown'd  for  Bacchus, 

Delphi  for  Apollo's  name, 
Or  in  land  Thessalian 

Tempe's  vale  of  fame. 

Some  of  virgin  Pallas 

Praise  the  citadel  so  strong  ; 
To  one  task  devoting 

Their  continuous  song 
Everywhence  they  gather 

Olive-leaf  to  wreathe  their  brow. 
Many  a  bard  will  rather 

Juno's  honour  show. 

Tell  of  rich  Mycenae, 

And  of  Argos  nurse  of  steeds. 
Me  not  Lacedaemon, 

Hardy  sons  that  breeds, 
No,  nor  yet  Larissa 

With  her  plains  of  fertile  loam 
So  could  charm,  as  sounding 

Charms  Albunea's  home — 


HOEACE  23 

Anio  ever  headlong 

Tumbling,  old  Tibiirnus'  grove, 
Dewy  apple  orchards, 

Kills  that  ever  move. 
Kain  and  storm  not  alway 

Doth  the  south  wind  breed,  but  oft 
Brushes  off  the  cloud-rack, 

Clears  the  skies  aloft. 


So  be  thou,  my  Plancus, 

Wisely  mindful  still  to  en(\ 
All  life's  gloom  and  labours 

With  soft  wine,  my  friend  : 
Whether  camps  still  hold  thee, 

Gay  with  standards  bright  displayed, 
Or  thine  own  dear  Tiber 

Cool  with  woven  shade. 


Teucer,  (so  the  tale  runs) 

When  from  Salamis  he  fled 
And  an  angry  father, 

Twined  around  his  head 
Moist  with  juice  of  Bacchus 

Chaplet  wrought  of  poplar  leaf, 
And  with  words  thus  hearten'd 

Friends  who  droop'd  in  grief  : 


"  Wheresoe'er  our  fortune 

(Better  than  my  sire  is  she) 
Bears  us,  mates  and  comrades. 

Thither  follow  we. 
Teucer  leads  you,  Teucer 

Gives  you  omen.     No  despair  ! 
Hope  !     For  thus  Apollo 

Promised  sure  and  fair  : 
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Salamis  in  double 

Riseth  on  a  newer  shore. 
Wherefore,  hearts  of  valour, 

Who  with  me  before 
Worser  ills  have  suffered, 

Rout  ye  now  your  cares  with  wine  : 
We  again  to-morrow 

Tempt  the  vasty  brine. 

Ode  VIII 

Lydia,  why  spoil  you  young  Sybaris  for  all  manly  deeds  ? 

Say,  Lydia,  say. 

By  all  the  gods  I  pray, 
Why  seek'st  thou  thus  young  Sybaris  to  spoil 

By  love  ?  why  doth  he  hate 

The  field,  who  but  of  late 
So  patient  was  of  sun  and  dusty  toil  ? 

In  knightly  wise 

Why  forth  to  exercise 
Rides  he  not  with  his  peers,  by  bit  severe 

Moulding  the  mouth  perforce 

Of  his  proud  Gallic  horse  ? 
The  yellow  Tiber's  touch  why  doth  he  fear  ? 

Why  shuns  he  more 

Than  were  it  viper's  gore 
The  athlete's  oil ;  nor  shows  all  bruised  and  blue 

By  strain  of  weapon-game 

Those  arms  that  oft  won  fame 
As  quoit  or  dart  beyond  the  bounds  he  threw  ? 

Why  hid  away 

Lurks  he  ?  as  once  (they  say) 
Lurk'd  sea-blue  Thetis'  son,  when  Troy  ere  long 

Was  doomed  to  ruin  dire, 

Lest  him  a  man's  attire 
Should  tempt  to  battle  'mid  the  Lycian  throng. 
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Ode  IX 

See  the  snow.     Winter  bids  us  be  warm  indoors.     Enjoy  the 
present :  be  young  while  you  may. 

See  how  Soracte  standing  gleams 

White  with  deep  snow,  nor  can  the  lab'ring  wood 

Longer  upbear  its  load, 
And  with  keen  frost  still  lie  the  sleeping  streams. 

Logs  without  stint,  the  cold  to  thaw. 

Heap  on  the  hearth-iire,  and  with  cheer  more  kind 
Wine  by  four  winters  fined 

From  Sabine  jar,  my  prince  of  revels,  draw. 

Leave  to  the  gods  all  else  :  when  they 

Have  lull'd  the  winds  that  fight  in  wild  uproar 
With  seething  waves,  no  more 

Cypress  and  aged  ash-trees  rocking  sway. 

What  will  be  on  the  morrow's  morn 

Shun  to  inquire  ;  count  gain  what  day  soe'er 
Chance  give  thee  to  thy  share  : 

Nor,  lad,  do  thou  sweet  loves  or  dances  scorn. 

While  yet  thou'rt  green,  nor  grey  hairs  sour     - 
Thy  mood.     To  games,  to  pubhc  gatherings  go ; 
Seek  nightly  whispers  low, 

True  to  thy  tryst,  when  comes  th'  appointed  hour : 

From  nook  where  hidden  she  hath  lain 

Let  now  sweet  traitor-laugh  the  maid  reveal, 
And  lover  forfeit  steal 

From  arm  or  scarce-resisting  finger  ta'en. 

Ode  X 

Mercury,  I  hymn  thee  and  thy  offices :  civilizer,  lyre-inventor, 
master- thief,  guide  of  blest  spirits. 

Grandson  of  Atlas,  lord  of  fluent  speech, 
Wise  Mercury,  who  new-made  man  didst  teach. 
Skilful  by  language  his  wild  mind  to  tame, 
His  limbs  by  graceful  game. 
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Thee  will  I  sing,  of  gods  and  their  great  sire 
Courier,  thee  father  of  the  curvM  lyre, 
Thee  cunning  whatsoe'er  thou  wilt  to  steal 
For  pastime  and  conceal. 

Thee  bat  a  boy,  an  thou  should'st  not  restore 
The  pilfer'd  beeves,  Apollo  threatening  sore 
Would  fain  affright,  yet  soon  of  quiver  reft 
Laugh'd  at  the  second  theft. 

King  Priam  left  high  Troy  with  thee  for  guide ; 
From  the  proud  sons  of  Atreus  veil'd  he  hied, 
Thessalian  watch-fires  tents  and  foemen's  throng 
Passing  unseen  among. 

Thou  leadest  to  their  blissful  rest  the  band 
Of  pious  souls,  herding  with  golden  wand 
Thy  ghostly  flock  :  thou  winn'st  from  powers  above 
And  powers  below  like  love. 


Ode  XI 

Lady,  pry  not  into  the  future  by  divinations  :  enjoy  the  present. 

Enquire  not  thou — we  may  not  know — 
What  end  to  me,  what  end  to  thee 

The  gods  have  given ;  nor  of  Chaldea  so 
Search  out,  Leuconoe, 

Mystic  star-scrolls.     Better  I  trow, 
To  bear  whate'er  shall  be. 

Whether  Jove  granteth  winters  more, 

Or  this  be  now  our  very  last. 
That  breaks  the  Tuscan  seas  upon  a  shore 

Of  rugged  pumice  cast ; 
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Be  wise,  strain  clear  thy  wine,  give  o'er 
Long  hope  ;  short  life  wanes  fast. 

Time,  while  we  speak,  hath  envious  fled  away : 
Trust  Httle  to  to-morrow,  seize  to-day. 


Ode  XII 

Muse  of  history,  whom   shall  I  sing?      Gods,   heroes,   noble 
Romans  of  old,  and  in  our  own  age  Augustus  Caesar. 

What  man  or  hero,  Clio,  say. 
On  lyre  or  shrill  flute  stirs  thy  lay  ? 
What  God  ?     Whose  name  shall  sportive  play 
Of  mountain  mocking. 

Give  back  in  Heliconian  shade. 
On  Pindus,  in  cold  Haemus'  glade  ? 
Whence  after  Orpheus  as  he  played 
Forests  ran  flocking. 

He  by  his  mother's  art  could  bind 
Swift-gliding  stream  and  rushing  wind, 
Lead  list'ning  oaks  his  strings  behind 
With  sweet  persuasions. 

What  sooner  than  the  wonted  praise 
Of  Jove  shall  I  declare,  who  sways 
Men,  gods,  earth,  sea,  the  world's  wide  ways 
Times  and  occasions  ? 

Than  he  nought  born  from  him  is  higher, 
Nought  like,  nought  second  may  aspire  ; 
Yet  Pallas  own  we  to  her  sire 

Next  honours  claiming, 

Bold  warrior.     Nor  unsung  shalt  go, 
Thou,  Liber,  nor  the  virgin  foe 
Of  beasts,  nor  Phoebus  from  dread  bow 
Sure  arrows  aiming.  ^ 
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Alcides  too,  and  Leda's  brood — 
The  horseman  and  the  boxer  good — 
Sing  we  ;  whose  star  by  shipmen  view'd 
No  sooner  shineth, 

Than  tossing  waves  from  rocks  down-sHde, 
Winds  fall,  clouds  fly,  sea's  angry  tide 
(So  works  their  will)  in  pacified 
Smoothness  reclineth. 

Shall  Eomulus,  or  Numa's  reign 
Of  peace,  or  Tarquin's  proud  disdain, 
Or  Cato  next  awake  my  strain 
By  death  of  glory  ? 

Kegulus,  Scaurus  I'll  record, 
And  PauUus'  noble  hfe  outpour'd 
Amid  the  conquering  Punic  horde, 
In  grateful  story. 

Fabricius,  Curius  rough  of  hair, 
Camillus — such  in  old  times  bare 
Small  farms,  stern  poverty,  plain  fare — 
Our  stout  defenders. 

Like  tree  with  hidden  increase  grows 
Marcellus'  fame  ;  'mid  others  shows 
Our  Julian  star  as  moon  outglows 
Night's  lesser  splendours. 

0  Guard  and  Father  of  man's  race, 
Old  Saturn's  son,  by  Fate  thy  grace 
High  Caesar  shields  :  thine  is  first  place, 
He  second  reigneth. 

He,  whether  foes  who  Latium  threat 
In  triumph  just  he  back  doth  beat, 
Or  Eastern  Indies  at  his  feet 
To  bow  constraineth. 
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Shall  rule  the  lower  worlds  with  right : 
Shake  thou  with  thund'ring  car  the  height, 
And  with  thy  vengeful  lightnings  smite 
Groves  that  sin  staineth. 


Ode  XIII 

Lydia,  your  fickleness  tortures  me.     Telephus  will  not  be  true 
to  you.     Happiest  are  the  lovers  constant  to  death. 

Lydia,  I  Hst,  and,  while 

You  praise  the  rosy  neck  and  waxen  arms 

Of  Telephus,  in  hot  alarms 
Ah  me !  my  heart  scarce  holds  the  swelling  bile. 

Nor  mind  nor  colour  stay 

Unwavering ;  to  my  cheeks  the  teardrops  flow 

By  stealth,  a  witness  sure,  to  show 
How  by  slow  fires  within  I  waste  away. 

I  burn,  those  arms'  pure  white 

That  romping  strife  o'er  wine-cups  should  alloy, 

Or  that  the  tooth  of  love -mad  boy 
Upon  these  Hps  a  tell-tale  mark  should  write. 

Him  hope  not  thou  still  true, 

(Mark  well  my  words)  who  barbarously  pains 
That  Httle  mouth  which  Venus  deigns 

With  essence  of  her  nectar  to  imbue. 

Thrice  blest  and  more  are  they 

Whose  Hnk  is  never  snapt,  whom,  to  the  end 

Fast-bound,  no  ill  upbraidings  rend. 
Nor  love  doth  loose  before  the  last  sad  day. 
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Ode  XIV 

O  ship  of  state,  drift  not  again  into  civil  war.     How  battered 
thcu  art  !     I  am  anxious  for  thee ;  beware  of  perils. 

0  SHIP,  to  sea  with  refluent  tide 

Thou'lt  drift.     What  dost  thou  ?     Seize  amain 
The  port.     Behold,  thy  side 

How  bare  of  oars  ;  how  loud  complain 

By  stormwind  maim'd  thy  spars  and  mast. 
.  Without  the  undergirding  cord 

Thy  keel  can  ne'er  outlast 

The  lashing  wave,  a  tyrant  lord. 

No  sails  untorn,  no  gods  are  thine, 

To  whom  thou  may'st  in  stress  renew'd 

Appeal.     Though  Pontic  pine. 
And  daughter  of  a  noble  wood, 

Thou  boast  thy  birth  and  useless  name. 
Sailor  in  fear  ships  painted  fair 
■  Trusts  not.     Unless  a  shame 

And  mock  of  winds  thou'rt  doom'd,  beware  ! 

Thou,  once  my  weariness  and  pain, 
Whom  now  I  love  but  with  unease, 

Shun,  shun  the  shoaly  main 
Between  the  shining  Cyclades. 


Ode  XV 

To  Paris  bearing  away  Helen,  Nereus  prophesies  the  ruin  that 
will  ensue  for  Troy. 

When  o'er  the  seas  the  shepherd,  faithless  guest, 
Helen  in  ships  of  Ida  dragg'd  along, 

Nereus  compell'd  the  rushing  winds  to  rest. 
That  he  might  tell  in  song 
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Fierce  fates  :  "An  evil  bird  now  bids  thee  take 
A  bride  wbom  Greece  with  mighty  host  enroU'd 

Will  claim,  all  sworn  thy  wedding-bond  to  break 
And  Priam's  kingdom  old.'" 

Alas  !  how  steeds,  how  men  with  sweat  shall  stream ! 

What  death  to  Dardan  folk  thy  voyage  bears  ! 
Pallas  her  aegis,  helmet,  harness'd  team, 

And  rage  e'en  now  prepares. 

Vainly,  o'er-bold  with  Venus  for  thy  stay, 

Thou'lt  comb  thy  locks,  and,  womankind  to  please. 

Warble  on  lyre  unwarlike  many  a  lay ; 
Vainly  in  chamber' d  ease 

Thou'lt  shun  the  lance,  the  barbed  Cretan  reed. 

The  battle-din  and  Ajax  following  fast. 
In  dust  thou'lt  soil  thy  ringlets,  late  indeed, 

Adulterer,  but  at  last. 

See'st  not  Laertes'  son,  thy  nation's  bane, 
And  Pylian  Nestor  ?  Teucer,  dauntless  wight 

Of  Salamis,  upon  thee  comes  amain, 
And  Sthenelus  skill'd  in  fight. 

Or  lord  of  steeds,  if  of  such  craft  be  need. 

Meriones  too  thou'lt  know.     Lo,  fierce  in  ire 
Seeks  thee  the  son  of  Tydeus,  Diomede, 

A  better  than  his  sire. 

Whom,  as  a  deer  across  the  vale  hath  spied 
A  wolf,  nor  stays  to  graze,  with  head  on  high 

Panting — thy  promise  to  thy  love  belied — 
A  craven  thou  wilt  fly. 

Achilles'  fleet  in  wrath  withheld  the  day 

Will  but  defer  for  Troy  and  Phrygian  dames  ; 

Their  homes,  when  winters  fixt  have  pass'd  away, 
Shall  melt  in  Grecian  flames. 
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Ode  XVI 

Fair  lady,  I  recant,  and  withdraw  my  bitter  lines.     Anger,  fatal 
pest,  drove  me  thereto.     Be  we  friends  again  ? 

0  THOU  of  mother  fair  the  fairer  daughter, 

My  bitter  lines  destroy  at  thy  desire, 

Consuming  or  by  fire, 
Or,  an  thou  wilt,  by  Hadria's  water. 

Not  Cybele,  not  he  who  dwells  within 

The  Pythian  shrine,  not  Liber  in  such  wise 
Shakes  his  mad  votaries  ; 

Not  Corybantes'  brazen  din 

Can  stir  as  anger  doth.     Nor  Noric  sword. 
Nor  yet  ship -breaking  sea  can  anger  tame 
Or  daunt ;  nor  savage  flame. 

Nor  Heaven  itself  in  headlong  storm  down-pour'd. 

Prometheus  moulding  men  of  primal  clay, 
His  elements  everywhence  compell'd  to  add, 
A  lion's  fury  mad 

Join'd  to  our  temper  (so  they  say). 

Anger  Thyestes  plunged  in  ruin  deep  ; 

Anger  chief  cause  hath  been  of  utter  fall 

To  lofty  towns,  whose  wall 
By  armies  laid  in  ruinous  heap 

Proud  foemen's  plough  hath  press'd.  See  thou  control 
The  mind  betimes.  Me  too  in  youth's  sweet  hour 
Fervour  could  overpower. 

And  bade  the  swift  iambics  roll 

In  wrathful  haste.     Hard  mood  I  now  would  fain 
For  gentle  change,  till  by  recanting  all 
111  words  I  thee  recall 

To  cheer  me  with  thy  love  again. 
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Ode  XVII 

Tyndaris,  come  visit  me  in  my  safe  retreat :  you  shall  find  plenty 
and  poetry,  and  none  to  trouble  you. 

Swift  Faunus  cliangetli  his  Arcadian  hill 
Oft-times  for  my  bright  Sabine  mountain  ;  where 
From  summer's  fiery  glare 

And  rainy  winds  my  goats  he  shieldeth  still. 

Thro'  the  swift  grove  unharm'd  their  quest  they  make 

Of  lurking  arbutus  or  thorny  spray, 

Threading  a  devious  way, 
Wives  of  an  odorous  lord ;  nor  fear  green  snake, 

Nor  Martian  wolf  from  steep  Haedilia's  woods ; 

What  time,  my  Tyndaris,  the  flute's  sweet  sound 

Striking  smooth  rocks  around 
Ustica's  lowly  vale  with  music  floods. 

The  gods  my  keepers  are,  the  gods  hold  dear 
My  piety,  my  Muse.     Here  shall  outpour 
For  thee  a  plenteous  store 

The  kindly  horn  o'erbrimmed  with  rustic  cheer. 

Here  in  a  sheltered  valley  shalt  thou  shun 
The  Dog-star's  heat,  and  to  the  Teian  string 
Penelope  shalt  sing 

And  crystal  Circe,  two  love-crazed  for  one. 

Here  cups  from  Lesbian  grape  that  work  no  harm 
Thou'lt  quaff  in  shade  ;  nor  shall  the  god  of  wine 
With  Mars  the  war-god  join 

Unseemly  battle  :  nor  shalt  feel  alarm 

Lest  saucy  Cyrus  on  thy  weakness  lay 

Hands  uncontroU'd  in  jealous  spite,  and  tear 
The  wreath  that  binds  thy  hair. 

And  all  thy  guiltless  vesture  rend  away. 
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Ode  XVin 


Plant  your  vines,  Varus  ;  to  make  the  heart  glad,  but  not  mad  : 
intemperance  works  evil. 

Nought  better  than  the  sacred  vine,  my  Varus,  canst 

thou  find 
To  plant  by  walls  of  Catilus  on  Tibur's  soil  so  kind. 
For  Heav'n  all  hardships  hath  ordain'd  to  wineless  men 

and  dry ; 
Nor  is  aught  else  like  this  to  bid  our  biting  sorrows  fly. 

In  drink  who  prates  of  poverty,  of  warfare's  heavy 
harms  ? 

Who,  father  Bacchus,  not  of  thee,  or,  Venus,  of  thy 
charms  ? 

Yet  that  of  Liber's  boon  due  bounds  we  may  not  over- 
leap, 

Warning  we  have  in  that  fierce  strife  'mid  wine  draughts 
full  and  deep 

'Twixt  Lapithae  and  Centaurs  fought :  warning,  when 

stern  and  strong 
The  wine- god  drives  his  Thracian  rout,  who  draw  'twixt 

right  and  wrong 
Passion's  thin  line,  an  eager  crew.     Fair  Bacchus,  I  will 

ne'er 
Force  thee  beyond  thy  will,  nor  rude  the  mysteries  lay 

bare 

Veil'd  by  thy  various  leaves.  Wild  drums  and  Bere- 
cynthian  horn 

I  pray  thee  stay :  of  such  excess  blind  love  of  self  is  born, 

And  boastfulness  that  high  aloft  her  empty  head  dis- 
plays. 

And  faith  unfaithful,  clear  as  glass,  that  sacred  trust 
betrays. 
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Ode  XIX 


Glycera  forces  me  to  love  again.     I  pray  Venus  to  be  mild  and 
kind. 

The  Cupid's  mother  stern  and  dread, 
And  the  young  son  of  Theban  Semele, 
And  Licence  frolicsome  and  free, 

Bid  me  revive  loves  I  had  deem'd  long  dead. 

I  burn  for  Glycera' s  splendour  bright — 
The  purest  Parian  marble  shineth  less — 
I  burn  for  her  sweet  sauciness. 

Her  look  too  dazzling  for  th'  unsteady  sight. 

Venus,  on  me  all  bent  amain, 

Hath  left  her  Cyprus  :  now  nor  Scythians  I 
Nor  Parthian  bold  from  steeds  that  fly 

Am  free  to  sing,  nor  any  loveless  strain. 

Here  pile  fresh  turf,  here,  boys,  withal 

Green  leaves  and  frankincense  ;  bring  cup  of  wine 
Two  seasons  old  :  the  queen  divine 

Will  come  the  gentler  if  a  victim  fall. 


Ode  XX 

Maecenas,  come  to  a  plain  repast  with  me. 

Poor  Sabine  draught  from  humble  mugs  with  me 
Thou'lt  quaff  :  in  Grecian  jar  I  seal'd  the  same 
And  stored,  what  time  the  theatre  for  thee 
Sounded  acclaim. 

Dear  knight  Maecenas,  till  the  echoing  shore 
Of  thy  fraternal  stream,  and  our  near  hill, 
The  Vatican,  gave  back  in  sportive  roar 
Thy  praises  still. 
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Drink  thou  at  home  thy  Caecuban,  or  wines 
In  vat  of  Cales  press' d  :  I  may  not  hope 
My  cups  to  mingle  from  Falernian  vines 
Or  Formian  slope. 


Ode  XXI 

Maids  and  youths,  hymn  Diana  and  Apollo.      Pray  that  he 
shield  Rome. 

Ye  tender  maids,  Diana's  name  forth  tell, 
Ye  bachelors,  the  beardless  Cynthian  king ; 
Latona  likewise  sing, 

Whom  Jove  most  high  loves  ever  well. 

Maids,  praise  ye  her  whom  streams  delight,  whom  sheen 
Of  leaves,  or  on  cold  Algidus  that  frown, 
Or  Erymanthus  crown 

Black-hued,  or  woods  of  Cragus  green. 

Men,  praise  ye  Tempe  in  responsive  choir, 

And  Delos,  birthplace  of  Apollo  fair, 

Whose  shining  shoulders  bear 
A  quiver  and  his  brother's  lyre. 

He,  bending  to  your  prayer,  war's  tearful  woes 
And  pestilence  shall  tarn  and  famine's  pains 
From  Rome,  where  Caesar  reigns. 

To  Parthian  and  to  Briton  foes. 


Ode  XXII 

The  honest  poet  is  safe  always  :  witness  my  recent  escape.    So 
I  will  fearless  sing  my  love  everywhere. 

The  guileless  man,  the  honest  liver. 
No  Moorish  darts,  nor  bow,  nor  craft 
(My  Fuscus)  needs  to  load  his  quiver 
With  poison'd  shaft ; 
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Though  eddying  quicksands  he  must  brave, 
Or  guestless  Caucasus,  or  go 
Where  far  Hydaspes'  fabled  wave 
Lapping  doth  flow. 

For  me  a  wolf  in  Sabine  wood — 
While  singing  Lalage  I  sped 
Beyond  my  bounds  in  freest  mood — 
Unweapon'd  fled. 

Like  monster  Daunia's  warlike  land 
In  broad  oak-coppice  never  feeds, 
Nor  Juba's  country,  whose  dry  sand 
The  lion  breeds. 

Set  me  on  steppes  all  dull  and  dead, 
Treeless  and  summerless  that  he — 
A  world  mist-laden,  overspread 
Of  evil  sky — 

Set  me  where  dwelHng  none  may  be. 
The  Sun-god  rides  so  near  above, 
Sweet  laugh,  sweet  voice  of  Lalage 
Still  will  I  love. 


Ode  XXIII 

Chloe,  shun  me  not :  fear  no  harm  from  my  love. 

Chloe,  Hke  fawn  thou  shunnest  me, 

Like  fawn  who  seeks  around  the  trackless  hill 
Her  timid  dam,  and  still 

Danger  in  winds  and  wood  can  see. 

For  if  in  shivering  leaves  the  trees 

Whisper  of  coming  spring,  or  Hzards  green 
Flash  out  the  thorns  between, 

Tremble  her  heaving  heart  and  knees. 
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Yet  thee  I  not  with  tigerish  hate 
Pursue,  nor  would  as  Libyan  hon  rend ; 
Timely  such  coyness  end, 

And  leave  thy  mother  for  a  mate. 

Ode  XXIV 

Weep  for   Quintilius  gone.       Weep   chiefly  thou,  my  Virgil. 
Yet  he  will  not  come  back  :  death  restores  none. 

0  WHO  can  mourn  too  loudly  or  too  long 
So  dear  a  Hfe  ?     Teach  us,  Melpomene, 
Fit  dirge  :  for  harping  skill  and  liquid  song 
The  Father  gave  to  thee. 

Quintilius  gone  !  by  never-ending  sleep 
O'er-weigh'd  !  0  Modesty,  0  Faith  sincere 
And  Justice  (sisters  ye),  Truth  pure  and  deep. 
When  will  ye  find  his  peer  ? 

Gone  !  and  the  good  all  weep  :  but  none  weep  more 
Virgil,  than  thou.     Pious  alas  !  in  vain. 
Thy  trust  belied,  of  gods  thou  dost  implore 
Quintilius  back  again. 

But  couldst  thou  sweetlier  than  old  Orpheus  sing. 
Winning  deaf  trees  to  hear  thy  well-tuned  chord. 
Blood  to  pale  ghost  again  thou  couldst  not  bring, 
Whom  once  with  wand  abhorr'd 

Eelentless,  nor  for  prayers  relaxing  Fate, 
Grim  Mercury  with  his  dark  flock  hath  penn'd. 
'Tis  hard  ;  but  bearing  we  alleviate 

Whate'er  we  cannot  mend. 

Ode  XXV 

Lydia,  your  lovers  fail :  you,  who  scorned  many,  are  yourself 
now  scorned. 

Bold  gallants  now  your  fast-shut  windows  less 
Batter  with  blows  in  wanton  eagerness. 
Nor  break  your  sleep  :  the  door  its  sill  doth  press 
Lovingly  tight, 
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Which  once  was  wont  full  easy  hinge  to  ply. 
More  and  more  rarely  now  you  hear  the  cry, 
"  Lydia,  dost  sleep,  while  I  thy  lover  die 
Through  the  long  night  ?  " 

You  in  your  turn  despised  and  old  shall  mourn 
In  lonely  alley  your  proud  lovers'  scorn, 
While  loud  the  north- wind's  roar  around  is  borne 
'Neath  moonless  sky ; 

And  when  mad  love  within  and  passion's  glow 
(Such  as  brute  beasts,  not  women,  fully  know) 
Eage  in  your  wounded  heart,  in  plaintive  woe 
Shall  rise  your  cry, 

That  merry  youths  prefer  for  joyaunce  gay 
Green  ivy  and  fresh  myrtle's  dark-hued  spray, 
And  fling  on  Hebrus'  wintry  flood  away 
Leaves  old  and  dry. 


Ode  XXVI 

Begone,  public  cares  !     Muses,  help  me  to  sing  of  my  Aelius 
Lamia. 

I,  WHOM  the  Muses  love,  will  throw 

Sadness  and  fears  away 
For  waves  to  toss  and  winds  to  blow  : 
Who  fear  in  Arctic  zone  of  snow 

The  northern  monarch's  sway. 

Why  Tiridates  feels  affright. 

Is  others'  care,  not  mine. 
0  thou  whom  virgin  founts  delight. 
Twine,  twine  me  blossoms  sunny-bright, 

My  Lamia's  chaplet  twine, 
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Pimplean  Muse.     Wliat  praise  I  bring, 

If  thee  it  lack,  lacks  good  : 
Him  hallow  thou  on  new  toned  string 
With  Lesbian  lyre,  him  meetly  sing. 

Thou  and  thy  sisterhood. 

Ode  XXVII 

Comrades,  hush  your  quarrels  !     Rather  let  us  tell  our  loves. 
You,  sir,  who  is  yours  ?  .  .  .     Poor  boy,  ensnared  beyond  escape  ! 

To  wield  in  fight  cups  made  for  mirth  and  glee 
Is  Thracians'  wont.     Abhor  such  barbarous  ways, 
And  from  all  bloody  frays 

Keep  we  our  modest  Bacchus  free. 

With  wine  and  lamps  in  what  strange  contrast  blent 
Is  Median  scimitar.     Comrades,  give  o'er 
Unholy  wild  uproar. 

And  rest  ye  couch'd  on  elbow  bent. 

What !  wish  ye  that  your  strong  Falernian  I 
Should  share  ?     Then  let  Megilla's  brother  tell 
What  wound  he  bears  so  well. 

What  love-darts  make  him  happy  die. 

Art  loth  to  speak  ?     Nay  me  no  bribe  will  move 
To  drink  save  this.     Whoe'er  thy  goddess  stern, 
Thou  needst  not  blush  to  burn  ; 

Thee  never  aught  but  noble  love 

Could  tempt.     Whate'er  thy  secret,  trust  the  name 
To  these  safe  ears. — Ah,  miserable  and  lost ! 
In  what  a  whirlpool  tost ! 

Boy  worthy  of  a  better  flame. 

What  witch,  what  warlock  thee  by  magic  brew 
Shall  loose  ?  what  god  ?  Chimaera  wraps  thee  round 
Three-form' d  with  coils  fast-bound 

That  Pegasus  may  scarce  undo. 
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Ode  XXVIII 

There  are  many  ways  of  arranging  the  dialogue  (if  it  be  one)"in 
this  difficult  Ode  ;  none  free  from  difficulty  and  objection. 

Sailor,  on  findmg  Archytas^  body.  So,  even  you,  who  measured 
earth,  were  doomed  to  die,  and  lie  within  this  short  measure. 
None  escapes ;  neither  king,  nor  warrior,  nor  even  philo- 
sopher, such  as  Pythagoras,  who  claimed  to  have  been 
Euphorbus.     Death  spares  none. 

Archytas  {his  spirit).  Yes,  I  was  shipwrecked  here.  Give  me 
burial. 

Sailor 

Thee,  measurer  of  sea  and  earth  and  sand's  unnumber'd 
grains, 

Archytas,  now  contains 
This  strip  of  dust,  a  sorry  meed,  beside  the  Matine  shoie  : 

Nor  hath  it  won  thee  more. 

That  thy  bold  mind  could  span  the  sphere,  and/cale  the 
heaven  most  high. 

Who  none  the  less  must  die. 
Perish'd  e'en  Pelops'  sire,  the  guest  of  gods  :  Tithonus 
dies 

With  age,  tho'  in  the  skies ; 

And   Minos  who   Jove's   counsel   shared.      Panthoides 
hell  holds  pent. 

Once  more  to  Orcus  sent, 
The' — as  by  shield  reach'd  down  he  claim'd,  his  Trojan 
Hfe  before 

T'attest — he  had  given  o'er 

Naught  to  dark  death  but  nerves  and  skin.     A  sage  who 
to  thy  mind, 

Archytas,  well  divined 
Nature  and  Truth.     But  all  one  night  awaits  :  once  only 
they 

Of  death  must  tread  the  way. 
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Some  driven  by  Furies  for  grim  Mars  make  sport ;  the 
greedy  wave 

To  sailors  gives  a  grave. 
Die  old  and  young  in  mingled  throng  :  fierce  Proserpine 
shrank  never 

The  fatal  lock  to  sever. 

Archytas 

Yea,  me  too,  as  Orion  sank,  the  rushing  southern  breeze 

Whelm'd  in  Illyrian  seas. 
But,  sailor,  be  no  churl,  nor  spare  upon  my  bones  to  spread 

And  my  unburied  head 
Dole  of  Hght  sand.     So,  howsoe'er  the  vext  Hesperian 
floods 

And  lash'd  Venusian  woods 
Feel  east-winds  rage,  may'st  thou  be  safe,  and  Jove^  who 
hath  the  power, 

Kich  guerdon  on  thee  shower, 
And    Neptune,    patron    god    who    guards    Tarentum's 
sacred  wall ! 

Think' st  thou  my  wrong  were  small. 
That  to  thy  guiltless  sons  would  work  late  damage  ?    Nay 
maybe 

Due  pains  await  e'en  thee 
And  scorn  with  scorn  will  be  repaid.     My  prayers  will 
vengeance  win, 

Nought  will  atone  thy  sin. 
Howe'er  thine  errand  press,  the  dust — it  asks  no  long 
delay — 

Throw  thrice,  then  speed  away. 

Ode  XXIX 

Iccius,  you  now  seek  war  and  wealth.  You,  who  were  for 
learning  and  philosophy,  now  surprize  us  by  not  living  up  to  that 
promise. 

Iccius,  the  wealth  that  Araby  bestows 

Dost  envy  now,  and  urge  keen  war 

On  peoples  of  Sabaea  far 
Unvanquish'd,  and  for  dreaded  Median  foes 
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Link  chains  ?     What  damsel  soon  shall  call  thee  lord| 
Barbarian  born,  her  bridegroom  slain  ? 
What  comely  boy  from  palace  ta'en 

With  perfumed  hair  shall  stand  to  serve  thy  board. 

More  skill' d  behke  to  aim  from  native  bow 
His  Eastern  shafts  ?     Who  can  gainsay 
That  streams  fro^l  steeps  down-rolhng  may 

Glide  up  again,  and  Tiber  backward  flow, 

Since  thou,  who  store  of  noble  books  didst  buy, 
Panaetius  and  Socratic  sages, 
Bartering  for  Spanish  mail  those  pages 

Art  led  thy  better  promise  to  beUe  ? 


Ode  XXX 

Venus,  come  to  the  house  of  Glycera. 

Queen  of  Cnidos,  queen  of  Paphos, 
Venus,  quit  thy  Cyprian  home ; 

Come  to  Glycera' s  fair  dwelHng — 
Frankincense  invites  thee — come  ! 

Bring  thy  fiery  boy  ;    speed  hither 

Graces,  Nymphs,   with  zones  unbound. 

Mercury,  and  Youth,  who  ever 
Laclflng  thee,  is  joyless  found. 


Ode  XXXI 

What  does  the  poet  pray  for  at  Apollo's   new   temple?     Not 
wealth,  but  health,  content,  and  poetry. 

What  from  Apollo  in  new-hallow'd  fane 
Prayeth  the  bard  ?     What  boon  implores, 
As  from  the  cup  new  wine  he  pours  ? 

Not  rich  Sardinia's  harvest-store  of  grain. 


44  HORACE 

Nor  hot  Calabria's  goodly  herds  ;  not  gold, 
Or  Indian  ivory  ;  not  the  wide 
Champain  that  with  his  gentle  tide 

Slow  Liris  bites  away,  in  silence  roU'd. 

Let  some,  if  fortune  grant,  with  Calene  blade 
Their  vine- shoots  prune  ;  rich  merchant  wight 
May  drain  from  goblets  golden-bright 

Wine  bought  with  treasures  of  his  Syrian  trade  : 

Whom  sure  the  gods  love  well,  since  in  one  year 
Three  times  or  four  th'  Atlantic  sea 
He  seeks  unharm'd.     Meet  food  for  me 

Are  olives,  endive,  mallows'  wholesome  cheer. 

Phoebus,  may  I  enjoy  my  present  lot 

Healthy  in  body,  sound  in  mind. 

And  grant  me  an  old  age  to  find 
Not  all  ungracious,  nor  the  harp  forgot. 


Ode  XXXII 

My  lyre,  they  ask  a  song.     Help  me  to  some  strain  in  the  style 
of  Alcaeus. 

They  ask  my  voice.     If  sport  with  thee  to  make 

In  shady  idlesse  I  have  known — sport  long 
Beyond  one  year  to  hve — come  thou  and  wake. 
My  lyre,  a  Latin  song. 

Thee  first  the  Lesbian  patriot  tuned  to  sound  : 
Who,  a  bold  warrior,  'mid  the  battle's  roar. 
Or  sailor,  when  his  toss'd  bark  he  had  bound 
Upon  the  dripping  shore. 

Sang  still  the  Muses,  Liber,  Venus  fair, 

And  with  the  mother  her  close-cUnging  boy. 
And  Lycus  black  of  eyes  and  black  of  hair, 
A  beauty  and  a  joy. 
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0  pride  of  Phoebus,  thou  at  high  Jove'a  board 
Ever  a  welcome  shell,  0  solace  sweet 

Of  toils,  an  answer  to  my  call  accord. 
Who  thee  thus  duly  greet. 

Ode  XXXIII 

Albius,  grieve  not  for  cruel   Glycera.      In  love  there  are  ever 
such  cross  purposes. 

My  Albius,  grieve  not  overmuch  at  thought 
Of  cruel  Glycera,  nor  in  piteous  lines 

Complain  that  thee  with  her,  whose  faith  is  naught, 
A  younger  love  outshines. 

Lycoris  bright,  of  narrow  brow,  doth  burn 
For  Cyrus  ;  he  averse  pursues  instead 

Pholoe  unkind ;  but  she-goats  first  will  turn 
Apulian  wolves  to  wed, 

Ere  Pholoe  to  such  shameful  suit  submit. 

So  wills  it  Venus  ;  pairs  in  form  or  mind 
lU-match'd  she  oft  in  cruel  sport  thinks  fit 

'Neath  brazen  yokes  to  bind. 

Myself,  though  Venus  show'd  a  better  fair, 
Yet  Myrtale  with  pleasant  fetter  stays. 

Freed  woman  wild  as  Hadria's  waves  that  wear 
Calabria's  curving  bays. 

Ode  XXXIV 

Thunder  and  lightning  in  a  clear  sky  have  forced  me  back  to 
my  old  faith  :  there  are  gods  who  rule  us. 

A  WORSHIPPER  of  gods  was  I 

Sparing  nor  oft :  astray, 
Student  of  mad  philosophy, 
I  roam'd  :  but  now  perforce  I  fly 

Back  sailing  to  the  way 
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Once  left.    For  lo,  the  Father  great, 

Whose  flash  is  wont  to  rive 
Dark  clouds,  through  purest  sky  of  late 
Was  pleased  his  chariot's  winged  state 

And  thundering  steeds  to  drive  : 

Those  steeds  that  our  brute  earth  and  all 

Her  roving  rivers  shake  ; 
While  Styx,  and  Hell's  grim  entrance-hall, 
Hateful  Taenarian  rocks,  and  tall 

Atlantic  pillars  quake. 

God  changes  high  with  low,  makes  light 

Things  dark,  bedims  renown ; 
Fortune  bears  off  the  circlet  bright, 
Down-whirring,  from  one  brow  of  might, 
And  one  she  joys  to  crown. 


Ode  XXXV 

Fortune,  all  court  and  fear  thee.  Some  friends  stand  true, 
though  thou  bring  mishap  ;  others  fail.  Speed  thou  Augustus 
abroad  :  turn  our  Roman  arms  from  home  quarrels  against  foreign 
foes. 

0  GODDESS  thou,  whom  queen  we  caU 

Of  pleasant  Antium,  strong  from  low  estate 
Mortals  to  elevate, 

Or  turn  proud  triumph  to  sad  funeral, 

To  thee  poor  husbandmen  still  kneel 

With  anxious  prayer,  thee  lady  of  the  waves 
Each  skipper  owns  who  braves 

Carpathian  sea  with  rich  Bithynian  keel. 

Thee  Dacians  rough,  thee  Scythian  hordes. 
Thee  Latium  bold,  thee  cities,  peoples  fear. 
Thee  mothers  wheresoe'er 

Of  Asian  kings,  thee  purple  tyrant-lords ; 
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Lest  with  insulting  foot  thou  spurn 

The  state's  high  pillar,  lest  the  gather'd  crowd 

To  arms,  to  arms  aloud 
Call  loiterers,  and  the  wreck'd  realm  overturn. 


Before  thee  alway  stalketh  dread 
Necessity  with  wedge  and  massy  nail 
In  brazen  hand,  nor  fail 

Her  all-constraining  clamp  and  molten  lead. 

Thee  Hope,  and  Faith  white-robed  and  rare 
Attends  ;  nor  these  thy  company  forego, 
Tho'  changed  attire  thou  show. 

And  quit  high  halls,  and  shine  no  longer  fair. 

But  faithless  mob  and  purchased  love 

Forsworn  hang  back  :  such  to  the  dregs  drain  dry 

The  cask,  then  scatter'd  fly : 
Friends  but  in  name,  false  yoke-fellows  they  prove. 

Goddess,  our  Caesar  guard  and  guide 

To  Britain,  earth's  far  end ;  and  that  new  swarm 

Of  youths,  who  bear  alarm 
To  Eastern  lands  and  the  red  Ocean's  tide. 


Shame  on  us  sinful,  scarr'd  and  stain'd 

And  brothers  too  I    What  have  we  shrunk  from  ? 
What 

Of  crime  adventured  not. 
Hard  age  ?     Wherefrom  thro'  fear  of  gods  refrain'd 

Young  hands  ?     What  altars  spared  ?     Anew 
0  forge  on  anvil  fresh  our  blunted  steel, 
Goddess,  for  foes  to  feel, 

Massagetae  to  wit  and  Arab  crew. 
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Ode  XXXVI 

Welcome  Numida  on  his  return  with  feast,  dance,  and  love. 

With  frankincense,  with  lyric  string. 

And  promised  blood  of  calf  our  thanks  we  pay 
To  guardian  gods  who  safe  to-day 

Our  Numida  from  far  Hesperia  bring. 

He  many  a  kiss  on  comrades  fain, 

But  more  on  none  than  on  dear  Lamia  showers, 
Eemembering  how  in  boyhood's  hours 

They  both  were  school'd  beneath  one  ruler's  reign, 

And  both  at  once  as  men  were  gown'd. 

Then  stint  not  chalk  to  mark  a  day  so  fair. 
Nor  the  broach'd  wine- jar  let  us  spare, 

While  restless  feet  in  Salian  measure  bound. 

Bassus  with  draughts  that  rival  Thrace 

Shall  match  our  thirsty  Damahs  at  the  wine  ; 
Let  the  gay  feast  with  roses  shine 

And  parsley  fresh  and  lilies'  short-lived  grace. 

Their  melting  eyes  all  youths  will  cast 
On  Damalis  :  she  her  newer  lover  found 
Will  hold  indissolubly  bound, 

As  wanton  ivy  clinging  fond  and  fast. 


Ode  XXXVII 

Let  us  rejoice  for  the  victory  of  Actium.  From  the  threats  and 
madness  of  Queen  Cleopatra,  Caesar  has  saved  us.  Yet  she  died 
nobly,  scorning  to  live  otherwise  than  as  a  queen. 

Now  drink  we,  now  with  freely  tripping  toe 
Beat  we  the  ground,  now  deck  we,  comrades  mine, 
Betimes  for  powers  divine 

The  cushion'd  couch  with  feast  of  richest  show. 
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Crime  liad  it  been  to  broach,  before  this  day 
Our  Caecuban  from  oldest  bin,  while  yet 
The  queen  did  madly  threat 

To  wreck  our  Capitol,  to  quell  our  sway : 


Who  with  her  men  unmann'd,  a  brutish  host. 
Hoped  all  in  her  unbridled  recklessness, 
With  wine  of  sweet  success 

Well-drunken.     But  her  rage  its  force  soon  lost, 

When  scarce  one  ship  escaped  the  wasting  flame. 
And  panic  of  Egyptian  wine-cups  bred 
Was  changed  to  truer  dread  ; 

For,  while  from  Italy  she  flew,  fast  came 

Caesar  with  following  oars  :  so  comes  behind 
Soft  doves  the  hawk,  or  after  hare  amain 
Speeds  hunter  o'er  the  plain 

Of  snowy  Thessaly.     Fain  would  he  bind 

The  monster  dire  :  but  she  of  nobler  doom 
Desirous,  fear'd  not  (as  weak  woman  might) 
The  sword,  nor  in  swift  flight 

Shipp'd  her  to  seek  anew  some  hidden  home. 

Her  palace  stript  of  state  she  dared  to  view 
With  look  serene,  serpents  she  did  not  shrink 
To  handle,  keen  to  drink 

Their  deadly  venom  all  her  body  through, 


Bolder,  as  bent  on  death.  Methinks  the  shame 
She  grudged  by  rough.  Liburnians  to  be  borne 
Unqueen'd,  and  to  adorn 

Rome's  triumph  proud,  herself  no  lowly  dame. 
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Ode  XXXVIII 

Away  with  vain  show  !     I  prefer  simplicity. 

a 
Persian  splendours,  boy,  I  hate. 

Like  not  chaplets  linden-bound  ; 
Spare  to  seek  where  roses  late 

Lingering  may  be  found. 
Twine  me  myrtle  plain,  no  more  ; 

We  with  myrtle  can  be  fine, 
I  who  drink,  and  you  who  pour, 

'Neath  the  trellis'd  vine. 

h 
I  hate,  boy,  your  pomp  and  your  posies. 

Your  chaplets  so  daintily  bound ; 
You  needn't  go  hunting  for  roses, 

If  any  so  late  can  be  found. 
Plain  myrtle-wreaths  give  me,  none  other  ; 

None  better  can  both  of  us  fit ; 
You  serve  and  I  drink  without  pother, 

As  under  my  arbour  I  sit. 


BOOK    II 


BOOK    II 
Ode  I 

Pollio,  you  are  writirg  a  history  of  the  civil  war.  Even  now  in 
fancy  I  hear  the  battle- din.  What  bloodshed,  loss  and  sad  scenes 
for  Italy  !     But  my  light  muse  must  quit  such  themes. 

Wars  in  Metellus'  consulship  that  rose, 

Wars  civil,  with  their  causes,  deeds,  and  shame, 
Fortune's  eventful  game. 

Great  men  fast  friends  to  work  their  country's  woes, 

Weapons  blood-soil'd  (nor  yet  atonement  made) — 
Such  themes  thou  treatest.  Full  of  hazard  dire 
Thy  task,  to  walk  o'er  fire 

Blindly  beneath  the  treacherous  ashes  laid. 

For  this  thy  tragic  Muse  must  leave  awhile 
Our  stage ;  historic  lore  thou  must  arrange. 
Then  prose  again  exchange 

For  Attic  buskins  and  the  grander  style. 

My  PoUio  ;  thou  in  courts  a  tower  of  might 
To  mournful  clients,  and  to  Senate  sage  ; 
And  famed  to  future  age 

As  laurell'd  victor  in  Dalmatian  fight. 

E'en  now  thy  threat' ning  clarions  stun  my  ear. 
E'en  now  the  trumpets  bray.     In  wild  alarms 
Fly  from  the  sheen  of  arms 

The  steeds,  and  riders  cheeks  are  blanch' d  with  fear. 

Methinks  I  hear  great  captains  in  the  field. 
By  dust  of  glory  soil'd  but  never  sham'd. 
And  all  the  wide  world  tamed 

Save  Cato's  soul  that  knoweth  not  to  yield. 
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Juno,  and  whatso  god  loved  Afric  well 
But  powerless  left  her  unavenged,  again 
Her  conqueror's  children  slain 

Hath  offer'd  to  Jugurtha's  shade  in  hell. 

What  plain  but  by  rich  Latin  gore  hath  grown 
More  fat,  with  graves  that  witness  impious  fray  ? 
The  Medes  far  far  away 

Have  heard  the  crash  of  Italy  o'erthrown. 

Our  woeful  war  what  deep,  what  rushing  flood 

Knows  not  too  well?  Brave  Daunians  slain  what  brine 
Do  not  incarnadine  ? 

What  strand  is  clean  and  stainless  of  our  blood  ? 

But  cease,  pert  Muse  ;  nor  leaving  sportive  lay 
Affect  of  Cean  dirge  the  temper  grave  : 
Beneath  Dione's  cave 

Thou  may'st  with  me  a  hghter  stroke  essay. 

Ode  II 

Greed  of  money  is  a  thirst  unquenchable,  Crispus  Sallustius. 
Yet  riches  make  not  happiness  ;  he  is  more  truly  happy  who  is  not 
dazzled  by  them. 

No  brightness  hath  the  silver  lying  hid 

In  earth's  all-hoarding  bosom,  Crispus  mine, 
Hater  of  metal  plate,  until  'tis  bid 
Well  used  to  shine. 

The  life  of  Proculeius  will  be  long, 

Who  loved  his  brothers  with  a  father's  care  ; 
Him  fame  immortal  shall  on  pinion  strong 
Unwearied  bear. 

You  reign  more  widely  king  by  conquest  o'er 

Base  greed,  than  if  to  Gades  far  away 
Libya  you  join,  and  either  Punic  shore 
One  lord  obey. 
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Self-fed  the  fatal  dropsy  grows,  nor  quell'd 

Is  thirst,  till  veins  have  lost  the  cause  of  ill. 
Those  waters  which  the  body  pale  and  swell' d 
With  languour  fill. 

Phraates,  who  to  Cyrus'  throne  returns. 

The  mob  enrols  as  blest :  Virtue  his  claims 
Denies  and  cancels.     She  the  crowd  unlearns 
To  use  false  names, 

Kingship  and  diadem  secure  bestowing 

On  him  alone,  on  him  his  well-earn'd  bays, 
Whose  steadfast  eye  swerves  not,  although  on  glowing 
Gold-heaps  he  gaze. 


Ode  III 

Dellius,  be  neither  over  glad  nor  over  gloomy :   enjoy  life ;  we 
must  all  die. 

A  MIND  well  balanced  in  adversity 
See  that  thou  keep,  nor  less 
In  wealth  a  mind  not  joying  to  excess, 

DelUus,  for  thou  must  die. 

Yea,  whether  thou  hast  lived  for  ever  sad, 

Or  hast  on  feast-days  lain 

In  grassy  nook,  and  from  thy  cellar  ta'en 
Choice  wine  to  make  thee  glad. 

Where  yon  huge  pine  and  poplar  white  bestow 
On  guests  their  blended  shade, 
And  waters  near  still  hurrying,  still  delay'd, 

In  zigzag  channel  go  ; 

Hither  bid  wine  and  unguents  gather'd  be. 

And  rose  too  brief  of  bloom, 

While  wealth  and  youth  permit,  and  threads  of  doom 
Spun  by  the  sisters  three. 
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For  thou  thy  purchased  parks,  house,  villa  fair 

By  yellow  Tiber  laved, 
Shalt  quit ;  yea  quit,  and  piles  of  treasure  saved 

Will  but  endow  thine  heir. 

Rich,  born  of  olden  kings,  or  ('tis  the  same) 

Beggar  and  base,  thy  breath 
Draws  upper  air  awhile,  then  hell  and  death 

Ruthless  their  victim  claim. 

All  are  one-whither  driven  ;  stirr'd  in  one  urn 

All  lots  or  soon  or  late 

Leap  out,  and  make  us  of  that  boat  the  freight 
Whose  exiles  ne'er  return. 


Ode  IV 

Blush  not,  Xanthias,  to  love  a  humble  maiden.     Who  knows 
what  she  may  turn  out  to  be  ? 

Blush  not,  my  Phocian  Xanthias,  to  love 
A  bondmaid.     Proud  Achilles  long  ago 

A  lowly  slave  Briseis  knew  to  move 
With  skin  of  snow. 

Tecmessa  moved  the  son  of  Telamon 
Great  Ajax,  she  a  comely  captive  dame  : 

Burn'd  in  mid  triumph  for  a  damsel  won 
Atrides'  flame ; 

When  by  Thessalian  victor  overborne 

Fell  Asia's  host,  and  Hector's  loss — their  stay — 

Gave  o'er  Troy's  citadel  to  Greeks  outworn 
An  easier  prey. 

Thine  auburn  Phyllis  came,  for  aught  we  know, 
Of  parents  who  would  raise  their  daughter's  mate  : 

Kin  and  home  royal  she  doth  mourn,  I  trow. 
Lost  by  hard  fate. 
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Trust  me,  she  sprang  not,  whom  thou  lovest  so, 
Of  commons  vile  :  never  such  faith  and  worth. 

Careless  of  gain,  could  to  base  mother  owe 
A  shameful  birth. 

Her  arms,  her  face,  her  ankles  smooth  and  neat. 
Heart-whole  I  praise ;  suspect  no  guile  in  one 

For  whom,  with  haste  too  great,  five  years  complete 
Eight  times  have  run. 


Ode  V 

Your  love  is  but  a  lassie  yet :  be  not  in  a  hurry. 

Not  yet  her  neck  endures  the  yoke,  not  yet 
Well-tamed  can  draw  the  burden  with  her  pair 
In  equal  strain,  nor  bear 

Th'  impetuous  wooing  of  her  horned  mate. 

Thy  heifer's  heart  is  set  on  meadows  green  : 
Now  in  cool  streams  the  hot  and  heavy  day 
She  lightens,  now  to  play 

About  the  plashing  willow-bed  is  keen 

With  skipping  calves.     Forbear  to  crave  too  soon 
Grapes  yet  unripe  :  artist  of  many  a  hue. 
Autumn  the  clusters  blue 

Will  paint  ere  long  full  plain,  his  purple  boon* 

Ere  long  thy  love  will  follow  thee.     E'en  now 
Fierce  time  runs  on,  making  years  lost  to  thee 
Her  gain  ;  and  Lalage 

Ere  long  will  court  her  lord  with  bolder  brow ; 

Beloved,  as  never  yet  was  Pholoe  coy, 

^    Or  Chloris  shining  fair  with  shoulder  white. 

Clear  as  the  moon  by  night 
Upon  the  seas,  or  Cyges,  Cnidian  boy : 
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Whom  shouldst  thou  set  in  choir  of  girhsh  kind, 
He  would  a  stranger,  howso  shrewd,  mislead, 
A  riddle  hard  to  read. 

With  flowing  locks  and  features  undefined. 


Ode  VI 

Septimius,  fly  with  me  to  Tibur  or  Tarentum :   there  we  two 
will  live  ;  there  would  I  die. 

Septimius,  who  with  me  wou'dst  boldly  fare 
To  Gades,  or  Biscayans  loth  to  bear 
Rome's  yoke,  or  those  barbarian  quicksands  where 
Still  seethes  the  Moorish  sea  ; 

To  Tibur  now,  that  Argive  colony, 
A  home  for  my  old  age,  in  wish  I  fly ; 
Of  seas,  of  roads,  of  warfare  wearied,  I 
Would  fain  at  last  be  free. 

But  if  the  cruel  Fates  such  boon  refuse, 
Galaesus  then,  stream  dear  to  skin- clad  ewes — 
Spartan  Palanthus'  realm  of  yore — I  choose, 
And  to  those  lands  will  hie. 

Of  earth  for  me  that  corner  passing  fair 
Doth  smile,  whose  honey  fears  not  to  compare 
With  hives  Hymettian,  while  those  ohves  rare 
With  green  Venafrum  vie. 

There  a  long  spring  and  winters  mild  bestows 
Kind  Jupiter,  and  friendly  Aulon  shows 
Vines  fruitful  of  choice  grapes,  nor  envies  those 
That  fields  Falernian  bear. 

That  spot,  those  happy  hills,  they  bid  thee  wend 
Thither  with  me.  There  thou,  when  comes  the  end^ 
On  the  warm  ashes  of  thy  poet  friend 
Shalt  duly  shed  a  tear. 


HORACE  59 


Ode  VII 


Pompeius  Varus,  old  comrade  in  arms,  you  return  from  wars. 
Come  feast  with  me  :  we  will  make  merry. 

0  THOU  who  oft  with  me  the  hour  of  dread 
Hast  shared,  when  Brutus  bold  our  battle  led, 
Who  thee,  true  son  of  Rome, 
Restores  to  Latin  skies,  to  gods  of  home, 

Pompeius,  first  of  early  comrades  mine  ? 
With  whom  full  oft  the  Hngering  day  by  wine 

I  shorten'd,  while  my  hair 

Leaf-crown'd  with  Syrian  ointment  glister'd  fair. 

With  thee  I  felt  Philippi's  hurrying  rout. 
And  left  my  shield  inglorious  in  that  bout ; 
When  valour  brake,  and  prone 
Biting  base  dust  lay  threat'ners  overthrown. 

But  me  swift  Mercury  thro'  foemen's  crowd 
Bare  off  sore  trembling,  veil'd  in  misty  shroud ; 

Thee  with  strong  tide  again 

The  wave  swept  out  to  war's  tumultuous  main. 

Give  then  to  Jove  his  due,  the  promised  feast, 
And  thy  tired  limbs  from  soldier's  toil  released 

Lay  'neath  my  laurel  tree, 

Nor  spare  the  wine  jars  only  kept  for  thee. 

Fill  polish'd  beakers  from  th'  oblivious  well 
Of  Massic  juice,  pour  unguents  from  large  shell. 

Whose  is  the  task  to  find 

Our  wreaths  of  parsley  fresh  and  myrtle  twined  ? 

Come,  let  him  haste.     Whom  will  the  dice  ordain 
King  of  our  cups  ^     I  will  no  more  be  sane 
Than  Bacchic  rout.     Nay,  glad 
For  friend  restored,  I  feel  me  sweetly  mad. 
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Ode  VIII 


Cruel  and  false  Barine,  you  bewitch  all  youths,  are  hated  by 
parents  and  wives. 

If  for  an  oath,  Barine,  falsely  sworn 
You  ever  any  penalty  had  borne  ; 
If  e'er  by  one  black  tooth,  one  blemish'd  nail, 
Your  charms  were  known  to  fail 


I  might  believe  you,  punish'd  thus.     But  bound 
By  vows,  a  perjur'd  head,  you  still  are  found 
Unharm'd,  more  fair,  and  shine  a  public  praise 
At  whom  all  striplings  gaze. 

Methinks  it  profits  you  to  swear  your  lies 
By  a  mother's  buried  ashes,  by  the  skies 
With  all  their  silent  stars,  by  gods  who  ne'er 
Death's  icy  touch  can  fear. 

Venus,  I  trow,  but  laughs  at  lover's  guile ; 
Laugh  too  the  simple  nymphs,  laughs  Cupid,  while 
He  whets  his  fiery  arrows,  savage  one. 
Upon  his  cruel  stone. 

And  so  your  youthful  train  grows  more  and  more, 
More  new  slaves  bow  ;  while  those  who  served  before 
Leave  not  their  impious  lady's  roof,  although 
They  threaten  oft  to  go. 

You  for  their  sons  our  jealous  mothers  dread, 
You  stingy  greybeards,  you  wives  newly  wed, 
Anxious  that  no  cross  wind  from  you  delay 
Their  husbands'  homeward  way.  , 
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Ode  IX 


Valgius,  your  grief  for  the  loss  of  a  young  friend  should  not  be 
endless.     Turn  to  other  thoughts  :  to  our  recent  victories  abroad. 

Not  always  do  the  cloud-born  rains 
Stream  down  upon  the  miry  plains, 
Nor  fitful  storms  the  Caspian  sea 
Vex  always  with  their  tyranny, 

Nor  on  Armenia's  shore, 
Friend  Valgius,  stands  the  dead  dull  snow 
Year-long,  nor  laboring  bend  them  low 
Garganian  oaks  to  northern  blast 
Always,  nor  leaves  down- falling  fast 
Doth  widow'd  ash  deplore. 

Thou  always  foUowest  with  thy  wail 
Thy  Mystes  lost,  nor  ever  fail 
Thy  love-lays,  whether  star  of  eve 
Mount  high,  or  sink,  the  sky  to  leave, 

Fleeing  the  rapid  sun. 
Yet  he  who  thro'  three  ages  Hved, 
Wise  Nestor,  for  his  dear  son  grieved 
Not  through  the  length  of  all  his  years, 
Nor  for  young  Troilus  did  tears 

Of  parents  always  run, 

Or  Phrygian  sisters  weep.     My  friend 
Of  soft  complaint  at  last  make  end. 
Praise  to  Augustus  rather  bring  ; 
Caesar's  new  trophies  let  us  sing, 

Niphates  snow-becrown'd  : 
Or  yet  of  other  conquests  tell ; 
How  Media's  river  learns  to  swell 
Less  proudly,  how  o'er  plains  less  wide 
Gelonian  troops  are  fain  to  ride 

Within  their  order' d  bound. 
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Ode  X 

Licinius,  keep  the  golden  mean  :  be  ready  for  either  fortune. 

Thou'lt  rightlier  live,  Licinius,  if  thou  steer 
Not  sea-wards  always,  nor,  from  wary  fear 
Of  storms  that  vex  the  offing,  hug  too  near 
The  perilous  shore. 

Who  loves  the  golden  mean,  he — safer  so — 
Eschews  the  hut  outworn,  begrimed  and  low, 
Eschews  discreet  the  palace  whose  brave  show 
Earns  envy  more. 

The  giant  pine  by  rocking  winds  is  blown 
Most  often,  highest  towers  fall  heaviest  down, 
Mountains  are  stricken  on  their  topmost  crown 
By  lightning  flame. 

The  heart  that  can  aright  for  all  prepare 
Hopes,  when  the  times  are  foul ;  when  they  are  fair, 
Fears  change.  From  Jove  come  winters  blank  and 
bare, 

But  by  the  same 

Are  bid  begone.     What's  bad  to-day  may  mend 
To-morrow.     Phoebus  makes  of  silence  end,    % 
Wakes  song  with  harp,  nor  always  wills  to  bend 
His  sterner  bow. 

Thou  then  stand  forth  alert  and  stout  of  mind 
In  strait  and  stress  ;  but  wisely  reef  and  bindj 
Thy  swelling  sails,  when  gales  of  following  wind 
Too  strongly  blow. 

Ode  XI 

Hirpinus,  leave  public  cares  and  make  merry  with  me. 

What  bold  Biscayan  warrior  may  devise, 
Hirpinus,  or  the  Scythian  parted  wide 
From  Rome  by  Hadria's  tide, 

Ask  not ;  nor  vex  thee  for  supplies 
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To  life  whose  needs  are  few.     Soon  backward  fled 
Are  smooth-clieek'd  youth  and  beauty :  love  and  play 
And  easy  sleep  give  way, 

Chased^by  dry  age  and  hoary  head. 

Flowers  bloom  not  always  fadeless,  always  fair ; 

Nor  burns  the  moon  with  face  unchanging  bright. 

With  counsels  infinite 
Wherefore  thy  finite  mind  outwear  ? 

Why  lie  we  not  'neath  this  tall  plane  or  pine 
Loosely  at  ease — with  locks  that,  howso  grey, 
Of  roses  (while  they  may) 

Breathe  perfume  and  with  spikenard  shine —  . 

And  so  carouse  ?     Bacchus  can  rout  and  kill 
Devouring  cares.    Come,  sirrah,  why  so  slow  ? 
Quench  the  Falernian  glow 

That  burns  our  cups  from  yonder  rill. 

Go  some  one,  tempt  me  Lyde  from  her  cot, 
Coy  jade.     And  bid  her  haste  with  ivory  lyre, 
Nor  stay  but  just  to  tire 

Her  hair  in  plain  Laconian  knot. 

Ode  XII 

Maecenas,  you  wish  me  not  to  write  on  heroic  themes.  And 
your  prose  will  better  tell  of  Caesar's  triumphs.  So  I  will  sing  of 
Licymnia  (Terentia  probably)  your  true  consort,  and  of  your 
mutual  love. 

Thou  wilt  not  fierce  Numantia's  warfare  long, 

Dire  Hannibal,  and  the  SiciHan  main 
Purpled  with  Punic  blood,  accept  for  song 

Wed  to  the  harp's  soft  strain. 

Fierce  Lapiths,  and  Hylaeus  mad  with  wine 
Thou  wilt  not ;  nor  by  hand  Herculean  quell'd 

Earth's  sons,  from  whom  the  gUttering  domes  divine 
Of  yore  by  Saturn  held 


64  HORACE 

For  danger  quaked.    And  thy  historic  prose 
Better,  Maecenas,  Caesar's  battle-feats 

Shall  speak,  and  necks  of  kings  our  threatening|foes 
Led  through  the  Roman  streets. 

Me  dame  Licymnia's  tuneful  tones  to  tell 

The  Muse  hath  will'd,  to  tell  her  eyes  with^light 

Refulgent,  and  her  faithful  heart  that  well 
Can  love  with  love  requite  : 

Who  hath  with  seemly  grace  in  dances  set 
Light  foot,  and  vied  in  banter,  and  in  play 

Link'd  hands  with  virgins  bright,  when  many  met 
On  Dian's  holiday. 

Wouldst  thou  for  what  Achaemenes  possest. 
For  Mygdon's  realm  and  Phrygia's  riches  rare. 

For  the  full  stores  of  Araby  the  blest 
Exchange  Licymnia's  hair  ? 

When  to  thy  burning  kiss  she  bends  the  neck, 
Or  e'en  denies,  cruel  yet  won  with  ease. 

Such  boon  more  glad  to  give  than  thou  to  take, 
And  sometimes  first  to  seize. 

Ode  XIII 

Accursed  tree,  you  were  nearly  my  death.  No  caution  avails  : 
death  comes  in  unlooked-for  ways.  Narrowly  did  I  escape  seeing 
the  nether  realms  and  the  blest  poets  in  Elysium. 

He  planted  thee  on  luckless  day,  who  first 
Did  plant,  and  thee  with  hand  unholy  nursed, 

0  tree,  to  be  the  bane 
Of  lives  unborn^  and  our  whole  hamlet's  stain. 

He  his  own  father's  neck  hath  dared  t'  entwine 
And  break  (I  ween) ;  his  household's  inmost  shrine 

He  with  a  guest's  warm  blood 
To  sprinkle  :  he  hath  Colchian  poisons  brew'd, 
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And  whatso  sin  is  anywhere  begot 

Hath  father'd ;  who  first  set  thee  in  my  plot, 

Thee,  stem  of  evil  fate. 
To  fall  on  thine  own  harmless  master's  pate. 

What  shall  man  shun  ?     Though  cautious  every  hour^ 
He  ne'er  is  so  enough.     At  the  sea's  power 

The  Punic  shipman  quails. 
Nor  fears  bhnd  doom  that  otherwhence  assails. 

The  soldier  dreads  the  flying  Parthian's  arrow, 
The   Parthian   dreads   Rome's   chains   and  dungeon 
narrow  : 
But  thousands  whelm'd  have  been, 
And  will  be,  by  death's  onset  unforeseen. 

Swart  Proserpine's  domain,  the  judgment  throne 
Of  Aeacus,  how  nearly  have  I  known ! 
And  those  choice  fields,  where  dwell 
The  holy  dead,  where  on  Aeolian  shell 

Sad  Sappho  of  her  fellow-maids  complains, 
And  thou,  Alcaeus,  soundest  forth  in  strains 

More  full  with  golden  bow 
Of  ships,  of  exile,  and  of  war  the  woe. 

His  and  her  words  in  reverent  silence  hear 

The  wond'ring  shades  ;  but  his  with  thirstier  ear 

They  drink  close-throng'd,  who  sings 
The  lays  of  battle  and  of  banish'd  kings. 

What  marvel  ?  when  the  hundred-headed  hound 
Sinks  his  black  ears,  astonied  at  the  sound. 

And,  charm' d  awhile,  each  snake 
Wreath'd  in  the  Furies'  hair  forgets  to  shake, 

Prometheus  too  and  Pelops'  sire  all  sense 
Of  labour  lose  by  song's  sweet  fraudulence ; 

Orion  rests,  nor  thinks 
To  hunt  his  lion  or  his  timid  lynx.  ^ 
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Ode  XIV 


Postumus,  our  years  fleet  by.     Death  will  come  to  us  all :  nor 
can  we  carry  away  our  riches  with  us. 

Ah  Postumus,  they  glide  away,  away. 

Our  fleeting  years  :  nor  can  our  pious  heed 
Stay  wrinkles  or  the  speed 

Of  coming  age,  or  tameless  death  delay. 

Not  though  with  bulls  three  hundred,  thou,  my  friend, 
Each  day  that  goes  th'  unweeping  god  wou'dst  win, 
Who  his  sad  flood  within 

Hath  Geryon's  triple  bulk  and  Tityos  penn'd : 

Sad  flood,  which  we  must  sometime  boat  us  o'er. 
All  whosoe'er  are  fed  on  fruits  of  earth, 
Yea,  boat  us  o'er  that  firth. 

Whether  proud  kings  we  be  or  peasants  poor. 

In  vain  of  war  we  shun  the  blood  and  bale, 
And  of  hoarse  Hadria's  sea  the  broken  wave  ; 
In  vain  our  bodies  save 

With  timorous  care  from  autumn's  noisome  gale. 

The  wandering  sluggish  stream  we  needs  must  see, 
Cocytus  black,  and  Danaiis'  shameful  brood, 
And  Sisyphus  the  shrewd. 

The  Wind-god's  son,  long  labour  doom'd  to  dree. 

Lands  thou  must  leave,  and  house,  and  wife  so  dear  ; 

And  of  those  trees,  that  thou  dost  tend  and  own, 

Brief  lord,  shall  one  alone — 
The  hateful  cypress — follow  with  thy  bier. 

A  worthier  heir  will  waste  thy  cellar'd  store 

Kept  'neath  a  hundred  keys ;  and  spilth  of  wine 
Unmatch'd  where  pontiffs  dine. 

Proud  liquor,  shall  distain  thy  redden'd  floor. 
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Ode  XV 


Wliat  useless  luxury  marks  our  age  !     Better  far  was  the  olden 
simplicity. 

Our  palaces  will  scarce  a  field 

Leave  to  our  ploughs  :  wide  ponds  we  make 

Soon  to  surpass  the  Lucrine  lake, 
And  elms  to  vineless  plane-trees  yield. 

With  violets,  myrtles,  nosegays  stored 
Profuse,  an  orchard  odours  rare 
Will  breathe,  which  better  used  to  bear 

Fat  olives  for  its  former  lord  : 

And  thick-set  shrubbery  of  bays 

Will  ward  fierce  heat.     Not  Romulus 
Or  bearded  Cato  ruled  it  thus  ; 

Not  such  the  wont  of  ancient  days. 

Then  private  wealth  was  Httle  worth, 

The  state's  wealth  large.     No  measuring-wand 
A  porch  for  private  owners  plann'd 

To  welcome  wide  the  shady  north. 

By  olden  law  none  might  despise 

Chance  turf  for  roofing ;  built  of  stone 
New- quarried  at  state  cost  alone 

Might  towns  and  gods'  fair  temples  rise. 


Ode  XVI 

All  men  crave  rest,  Grosphus.     But  riches  and  power  secure  it 
not :  rather  content ;  which  is  mine,  humble  poet  though  I  be. 

Rest  from  the  gods  the  shipman  doth  implore, 

Toss'd  on  Aegean  main,  when  black  clouds  hide 
The  moon,  and  stars  to  mariners  no  more 
Shine  a  sure  guide. 
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Rest  craveth  Thrace  in  battles  madly  bold. 

Rest  crave  the  Medes  with  hanging  quiver  gay ; 
Yea,  Grosphus,  rest,  whose  price  gems,  purple,  gold. 
Can  never  pay. 

For  treasures  none,  nor  consul's  guarded  state 

Can  clear  the  mind  of  riotous  misery. 
Of  cares  that  'neath  the  ceilings  of  the  great 
For  ever  fly. 

He  lives  on  little  well,  whoe'er  can  show 

On  humble  board  paternal  salt-dish  bright, 
Nor  must  through  fear  of  covetous  greed  forego 
His  slumbers  light. 

Why  in  brief  Hfe  o'er-brave  with  much  ado 

Aim  we  so  high  ?     From  clime  to  clime  why  sped 
Change  oft  our  suns  ?     From  home  we  flee,  but  who 
From  self  e'er  fled  ? 

Care,  caitiff  care,  climbs  galley's  brazen  side, 

Nor  is  by  mounted  squadrons  left  behind. 
Fleet  as  the  deer,  and — though  on  storm  it  ride — 
Fleet  as  the  wind. 

Then  suffer  not  thy  soul  to  be  distrest 

For  what  may  come,  when  thou  hast  present  joy : 
Laugh  bitter  into  sweet :  nothing  is  blest 
Without  alloy. 

Achilles  glorious  was,  but  early  died ; 

Long  lives  Tithonus,  but  is  old  and  thin ; 
And  I  perchance  the  boon  to  thee  denied 
From  time  may  win. 

Thou,  friend,  thy  hundred  flocks,  thy  kine  canst  tell, 

Sicilian,  lowing  loud  :  whinnies  thy  mare 
Meet  for  the  chariot-race  ;  from  Afric  shell 
Wool  thou  dost  wear 
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Twice  dyed.     Me  honest  Fate  with  little  farm 

And  the  light  breath  of  Grecian  Muse  endow'd, 
And,  with  good  wit  to  scorn  the  spite  and  harm 
^  Of  vulgar  crowd. 

Ode  XVII 

Maecenas,  why  these  gloomy  forebodings  of  death?  You  and  I 
will  live  and  die  together.  We  have  each  escaped  a  danger  :  thank 
we  the  gods  for  deliverance. 


Thou  die  the  first !    With  bodings  ill 

Why  me  thus  sadly  slay  ? 
Nor  gods  nor  I  such  woe  can  will. 
Maecenas,  of  my  welfare  still 

Thou  honour,  crown,  and  stay. 

Ah  !  if  thou'rt  reft  with  earHer  blow, 

One  half  of  living  me, 
Shall  I,  the  other,  Hnger  slow, 
Less  dear,  not  whole,  surviving  so  ? 

The  self-same  day  shall  see 

Our  double  fall.    An  oath  I  swear, 

Nor  perjured  will  be  found ; 
Where'er  thou  farest  I  will  fare. 
Ready  the  pilgrimage  to  share 
On  the  last  journey  bound. 

Me  not  Chimaera  breathing  fire. 

Nor,  could  he  rise  again. 
Shall  hundred-handed  Gyas  dire 
Sunder  from  thee  :  so  Fates  conspire 

And  Justice  to  ordain. 

Whether  the  Balance  beam'd  benign, 

Or  Scorpion  saw  me  born, 
(Who  angrier  doth  and  stronger  shine) 
Or  of  the  western  billowy  brine 

The  tyrant  Capricorn ; 
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Our  stars  — 'tis  matter  for  amaze — 

A  twin-like  concord  show  : 
Thee  Jupiter's  protecting  blaze, 
Adverse  to  Saturn's  wicked  rays, 

Could  rescue,  and  make  slow 

Fate's  hurrying  wings  ;  when  thrice  for  thee 

The  theatre  in  joy 
Echoed  to  clapping  crowds  :  and  me, 
Upon  my  brain-pan  hurl'd,  the  tree 

Had  purpose  to  destroy  ; 

But  Faun  to  turn  the  stroke  was  nigh. 

Kind  hand,  the  guardian  still 
Of  Mercury's  guild.     In  memory 
Give  thou  rich  fane  and  victims  :  I 

A  lowly  lamb  will  kill. 

Ode  XVII 

h 

Why  kill'st  thou  me  with  boding  plaints  of  thine  ? 

Nor  can  the  gods,  Maecenas,  wish,  nor  I, 

That  thou  before  me  die. 
Thou  mighty  pride  and  stay  of  me  and  mine. 

Ah,  if  an  earlier  violence  snatch  away 

Thee  my  soul's  half,  why  shall  I  hnger  here, 
The  other  half  less  dear. 

Not  whole,  surviving  thus  ?     Rather  one  day 

Shall  wreck  us  both.    Never  to  be  forsworn 
An  oath  I  make  :  I,  whenso  thou  shalt  lead, 
Will  go,  yea,  go  indeed 

A  ready  comrade  to  the  last  sad  bourne. 

Me  never  shall  Chimaera  breathing  fire 

Sunder  from  thee,  nor,  could  he  rise  once  more, 
Gyas  of  hands  fivescore  ; 

Great  Justice  wills  it  so,  so  Fates  conspire. 
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Wlietlier  the  Balance,  or  the  Scorpion's  beam 
Of  aspect  dire  behold  me — stronger  power 
To  rule  the  natal  hour — 

Or  Capricorn  o'er  western  wave  supreme ; 

Our  stars,  both  one  in  will,  agreement  show 
Past  all  behef.     Thee  Jove's  refulgent  might 
From  impious  Saturn's  spite 

Safe-guarding  rescued,  and  could  render  slow 

The  wings  of  flying  Fate  ;  what  time  the  throng 
Thrice  in  the  theatre  peal'd  forth  their  joy : 
Me  would  a  tree  destroy 

Hurl'd  on  my  brainpan,  had  not  Faunus  strong 

Warded  the  stroke ;  who  is  the  guardian  still 
Of  our  Mercurial  choir.  Give  victims  thou,_ 
And  build  to  pay  thy  vow 

High  temple ;  I  a  lowly  lamb  will  kill. 

Ode  XVIII 

I  am  not  rich,  but  am  content.  You,  rich  sir,  are  ever  covetous 
and  wronging  others.  Yet  death  will  come  to  you  as  to  all :  from 
the  rich  man  it  takes  his  riches,  to  the  poor  man  it  gives  rest. 

No  ivory  have  I, 

Nor  gilded  ceiling  in  my  house  to  gleam ; 

Hymettian  slab  or  beam. 
On  columns  in  far  Afric  hewn  to  lie 

Upborne,  is  none.     No  heir 

Unknown  of  Attains  am  I,  to  seize 

King's  halls.     No  dames,  to  please 
Their  patron,  spin  me  purples  fair. 

But  truth  and  kindly  vein 

Of  wit  is  mine ;  and  rich  men  court  me  poor. 

The  gods  for  nothing  more 
Do  I  importune,  nor  for  larger  gain 
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To  powerful  patron  cry, 

Blest  witli  my  Sabine  form,  one  ample  boon. 

Day  drives  on  day  :  new  moon 
Follows  on  old,  herself  to  wane  and  die. 

Thou,  wealthy  sir,  art  seeking 

Masons  to  hew  thee  marble,  tho'  death's  doom 

Is  near ;  and,  of  the  tomb 
Unmindful,  buildest.     Shores  with  billows  breaking 

On  Baiae  thou  wou'dst  shifty 

As  scantly  rich  with  only  solid  ground. 
Nay,  e'en  thy  client's  bound 

Thou  overleapest,  and  dost  lawless  lift 

Landmarks  in  covetous  haste. 

Lo,  with  paternal  gods  in  bosom  borne 

Forth  from  a  home  forlorn 
Wife,  husband,  ragged  children,  all  are  chased. 

Yet  no  more  certain  hall 

Waits  the  rich  lord  than  Orcus,  his  last  home 

By  surely  destined  doom. 
Why  seek'st  to  reach  so  far  ?     AHke  to  all 

Earth  opens  her  domain, 

To  poor  man  and  to  prince  :  but  o'er  the  flood 

Gold  from  Prometheus  shrewd 
Bribed  not  Hell's  thrall  to  boat  him  back  again. 

Orcus  can  fasten  close 

Proud  Tantalus  and  his  kin  :  nor  less  the  poor — 

Their  labours  done  and  o'er — 
Call'd  or  uncall'd  he  hears,  and  gives  repose. 

Ode  XIX 

I  have  had  a  vision  of  Bacchus  :  I  feel  me  inspired  to  sing  his 
wondrous  exploits. 

Bacchus  in  rocky  dell  I  found 
(Believe  me  ye  who  hear) 
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Teaching  his  lays  to  nymphs  around, 
While  goat-foot  Satyrs  at  the  sound 
Prick'd  up  attentive  ear. 

Evoe  !  I  tremble  in  affright, 

My  full  heart  feels  the  god 
In  troubled  joy.     Evoe  !  be  light, 
0  Liber,  spare  thy  bard  to  smite 

With  over-grievous  rod. 

Thy  votaries  of  headstrong  mood 

With  right  I  chaunt ;  the  well 
Of  wine,  the  teeming  milky  flood. 
The  honey  from  the  hollow  wood 

Of  tree-trunk  dropt  I  tell. 

Thy  consort  blest  withal,  a  crown 

New  to  the  stars,  I  sing ; 
The  house  of  Pentheus  batter'd  down. 
By  bane  disastrous  overthrown 

Lycurgus,  Thracian  king. 

Thou  rivers,  thou  barbarian  main 

Canst  turn  :  thou,  wet  with  wine, 
On  lone  hills  with  thy  woman  train 
Their  hair  with  viper  knot  art  fain 
All  harmlessly  to  twine. 

Thy  prowess,  when  the  realm  of  Jove 

By  steep  ascent  to  scale 
Th'  unholy  crew  of  giants  strove. 
Affrighted  Rhoetus  backward  drove 

With  hon  jaw  and  nail. 

For  dances,  mirth,  and  pastime  Hght 

Thou  wert  afore  renown'd. 
But  deem'd  less  apt  for  fray  and  fight ; 
Yet  now  one  god  of  double  might 

In  peace  and  war  wert  found. 
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Tliee  Cerberus  waved  his  tail  to  greet, 

Nor  sought  to  do  thee  wrong, 
Thy  golden  horn  right  glad  to  greet ; 
And  foUow'd  thy  departing  feet 

With  kiss  of  triple  tongue. 

Ode  XX 

I  will  fly  from  earth  and  envy  :  I  feel  me  changing  into  a  swan. 
Therefore  shall  I  soar  away,  east,  south,  north,  west,  to  all  lands, 
over  all  seas.     Mourn  not  for  me,  for  I  am  not  dead. 

No  common,  no  weak  pinion  shall  me  bear 
Twy-form'd,  a  poet,  through  the  Hquid  air : 

On  earth  no  more  I  stay, 
But  spurning  envy  speed  away 

From  cities.     I  of  parents  poor  the  son. 
Who,  dear  Maecenus,  have  thy  friendship  won, 

Shall  never  perish  whole. 
Nor  me  shall  Stygian  wave  control. 

Now  round  my  leg-bones  shrinks  the  roughening 

skin ; 
To  a  white  swan  my  upper  parts  begin 

Their  change  :  plumes  smooth  and  flowing 
On  fingers  and  on  arms  are  growing. 

Swifter  than  Icarus  abroad  I'll  soar 

To  coasts  whereon  loud  Bosphorus  doth  roar, 

To  Libya's  sucking  sands, 
A  songster  wing'd,  and  Arctic  lands. 

Me  Colchian  for  a  bard,  me  Dacian  foe, 
(Who  feels  of  Eome  a  fear  he  will  not  show) 

Me  Scythia  far  shall  own, 
Skill'd  Spain,  and  whoso  drinks  the  Rhone. 

Away  with  dirge  from  empty  funeral ! 
Unseemly  wails  and  moans — dismiss  them  all ! 

Check  clamour,  and  refrain 
To  crown  my  tomb  with  honours  vain. 
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BOOK    III 
Ode  I 

I  teach  a  new  lesson  to  the  uncorrupted.  There  are  many  ranks 
and  estates.  There  are  great  and  small,  rich  and  poor.  But  lots 
are  not  on  the  whole  unequal ;  there  are  drawbacks  and  com- 
pensations in  all.     Contentment  yields  the  truest  happiness. 

I  HATE  ye,  crowd  profane.     Begone,  avaunt ! 

Ye  pious,  Imsh  your  tongues.     A  minstrel  lore 

Heard  never  heretofore, 
The  Muses'  priest,  to  maids  and  boys  I  chaunt. 

Kings  claim  due  fear,  and  rule  their  proper  flocks. 
O'er  kings  themselves  rules  Jove,  all-glorious  known 
For  Giants  overthrown. 

At  whose  dread  nod  the  round  world  trembling  rocks. 

Of  men  there  is  who  widely  plants  his  vines 
In  furrow' d  lands  :  one  seeks  by  noble  birth 
High  public  place  :  by  worth 

And  better  fame  his  rivals  one  outshines  : 

A  fourth  a  larger  client  throng  may  claim. 

But  with  just  law  Necessity  to  all 

Deals  lots,  to  great  and  small. 
Her  urn  capacious  shaketh  every  name. 

He,  o'er  whose  impious  neck  the  naked  sword 
Still  hangs,  from  no  Sicihan  banquet's  meat 
Will  draw  a  savour  sweet ; 

Nor  melody  of  birds  or  harper's  chord 
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Will  bring  him  sleep.     But  sleep  the  lowly  cot 
Of  husbandmen,  kind  power,  and  bank  with  shade 
O'er- woven,  and  the  glade 

Of  Tempe  Zephyr-fann'd  despises  not. 


Who  craves  enough,  no  more,  him  never  sea 
Tumultuous  disquiets,  nor  with  threats 
Arcturus  when  he  sets. 

Nor  at  his  rise  the  Kid,  though  rough  they  be  : 

Him  never  vex  his  vineyards  lash'd  by  hail, 

Nor  farm  found  false,  whose  orchards  now  of  rain, 
And  now  of  stars  complain 

That  parch  the  ground,  and  now  of  winter's  bale. 

Lo,  fishes  feel  their  space  of  sea  made  small, 
For  piers  invade  the  deep  ;  here  not  a  few — 
Contractor  and  his  crew — 

Let  down  rough  stone ;  comes  the  proud  lord  withal 

Weary  of  land.     But  Fear  and  Threats  are  hght 
To  climb  where  climbs  the  lord ;  Care  too 

quits  never 
The  beaked  ship,  and  ever 

Sits  black  and  grim  behind  the  mounted  knight. 

If  then  nor  Phrygian  stone  our  aches  and  cares 
Relieves,  nor  robes  of  purple  that  outshine 
The  stars,  nor  potent  wine 

Falernian,  nor  the  nard  that  Persia  bears ; 


Why  should  I  build  with  envied  posts  and  door 
A  lofty  hall  of  fashion  new  and  strange  ? 
My  Sabine  vale  why  change 

For  riches  that  but  make  our  troubles  more  ? 
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Ode  II 


We  Romans  need  a  sterner  schooling :  aim  we  at  manly  valour 
and  truth. 

To  bear  witli  cheerfulness  the  pinch  of  need 
Let  our  strong  lad  by  soldier's  service  learn, 
And  on  bold  Parthians  turn 

The  terrors  of  his  spear  and  steed. 

Life  'mid  alarms  be  his,  Hfe  'neath  the  sky : 
Him  let  some  queen  of  monarch  waging  war 
From  foemen's  walls  afar, 

Or  royal  maiden  fair  descry. 

And  sigh,  "  Alas  !  "  lest  new  to  battle's  bout 
Her  pHghted  prince  yon  Hon  rough  of  mood 
Provoke,  who  bent  on  blood 

Flies  raging  through  the  midmost  rout. 

To  die  for  fatherland  is  sweet  and  good  : 
Death  overtaketh  even  him  that  flees, 
Smiting  behind  the  knees 

And  timid  back  such-  craven  brood. 

Virtue,  who  of  base  failure  naught  will  know. 
With  stainless  honours  shines.     The  axe  of  power 
She  takes  not,  nor  gives  o'er. 

As  popular  breeze  may  list  to  blow. 

Virtue,  to  those  who  merit  not  to  die 

Unbarring  heaven,  by  pathway  disallow'd 
Spurning  the  vulgar  crowd 

And  vaporous  earth  takes  wing  to  fly. 

Faith  too  her  sure  meed  wins  by  silence  staunch ; 

But  him  forbid  I,  who  betrays  to  light 

Ceres'  mysterious  rite. 
To  share  my  roof  or  with  me  launch 
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Frail  bark ;  for  oft  liatli  Jove  of  dues  bereft 
Guiltless  to  guilty  join'd  :  who  goes  before 
Crime-stain' d,  bim  vengeance  sore 

Seldom,  tho'  lame  of  foot,  bath  left. 

Ode  III 

Righteousness  and  resolution  win  glory.  So  it  was  with  heroes 
of  old  ;  so  with  Rome's  founders.  Troy  fell  through  fraud  ;  Rome, 
Troy's  offspring,  was  destined  to  conquer  the  world ;  but  let  her 
keep  truth  and  righteousness. 

The  man  of  righteous  will 

No  furiousness  of  mob  commanding  wrong. 
No  glance  of  tyrant  stern  and  strong, 

Shakes  from  his  firm-set  mind,  unbending  still : 

Nor  storm-wind,  riotous  king 

Of  restless  Hadria,  nor  Jove's  mighty  hand 
Fire-hurling  :  fearless  he  would  stand, 

Should  a  wreck'd  world  its  ruins  round  him  fling. 

Thus  Pollux  strove  of  yore, 

Thus  roving  Hercules  clomb  fiery  skies  : 

With  whom  Augustus  restful  lies, 
And  nectar  through  his  ruddy  lips  doth  pour. 

Thus  didst  thou  win  thy  meeds, 

Bacchus,  by  tigers  drawn,  necks  then  first  taught 
To  bear  the  yoke.     Thus  upwards  caught 

Quirinus  'scaped  Hell's  flood  on  Martian  steeds. 

For  Heaven's  high  conclave  crown'd 

With  favour  Juno's  words  :  "  Troy's  doom  is  dust 

A  fateful  judge,  of  lawless  lust. 
And  stranger  woman  bring  her  to  the  ground. 

Troy  oweth — ever  since 

Laomedon  robb'd  gods  of  promised  fee — 

To  virgin  Pallas  and  to  me 
A  forfeit ;  Troy,  her  folk,  and  fraudful  prince. 
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No  more  that  guest,  who  stole 

Shameful  the  Spartan  strumpet,  flaunts  him  bright, 

Nor  Priam's  perjured  house  the  might 
Of  Greece  by  Hector's  force  can  backward  roll. 

The  war,  prolong'd  too  late 

By  our  dissensions,  restful  end  hath  won. 

Wherefore  my  anger  and  the  son 
Of  Trojan  priestess — grandchild  of  my  hate — 

I  will  to  Mars  resign  : 

Enter  he  may,  for  me,  serene  abodes, 

Quaff  nectar's  juice,  and  of  the  gods 
Be  writ,  to  swell  by  one  their  peaceful  line. 

While  Ihon  and  Rome 

Broad  raging  seas  shall  part,  these  exiles  may 

In  whatso  clime  they  will  bear  sway ; 
Of  Priam  and  of  Paris  on  the  tomb 

While  trampling  herds  still  feed. 

And  wild  beasts  hide  their  whelps  unharm'd,  so  long 
Stand,  Capitol,  stand  bright  and  strong. 

And,  Roman  bold,  give  laws  to  conquer'd  Mede. 

Let  Rome  her  name  spread  wide, 

A  fear  to  farthest  bounds,  where  waters  pour 

'Twixt  Afric  and  Europa's  shore, 
Where  Nile  o'erswells  his  fields  with  freshening  tide. 

Gold  yet  unfound,  and  there 

In  earth  best  hid,  let  her  be  strong  to  spurn. 

Nor  to  man's  uses  forcing  turn 
With  sacrilegious  hand  that  nought  doth  spare. 

The  world  from  end  to  end 

Shall  feel  her  arms  ;  she  shall  with  keen  desire 

Pierce  to  the  zone  of  scorching  fire, 
And  where  cold  mists  and  rains  their  fury  spend. 


82  HOKACE 

But  to  Rome's  warlike  race 

Sucli  destinies  I  on  these  terms  foretell  : 

They  must  not,  loving  Troy  too  well, 
Too  trustful,  those  ancestral  roofs  replace.  H 

Troy's  fortune,  born  again 

lU-omen'd,  shall  again  like  ruin  prove ; 

Consort  and  sister  I  of  Jove 
Myself  will  captain  there  the  conquering  train. 

Thrice  if  the  brazen  wall 

Uprise  by  Phoebus  built,  'twill  thrice  sink  low 

Breach'd  by  my  Argives,  thrice  in  woe 
Shall  captive  wife  weep  sons'  and  husband's  fall." 

Not  to  light  lyre  belong 

These  strains.  0  whither.  Muse,  dost  wander  ?  Hold  ! 

Tell  not  the  speech  of  gods,  o'erbold, 
Belitthng  mighty  themes  by  puny  song. 

Ode  ly 

From  childhood  upwards  the  Muses  have  shielded  me.  Theirs 
is  counsel  and  wisdom  ;  as  was  shown  in  the  overthrow  of  the 
Giants.     Mere  brute  force  is  naught. 

Descend  from  heaven,  0  queen,  and  sing 
With  flute.  Calliope,  no  passing  strain, 
Or  wake,  if  so  more  fain. 

Clear  voice,  or  Phoebus'  harp  of  many  a  string. 

Friends,  hear  ye  ?     Or  hath  madness  play'd 
On  me  her  pleasing  wiles  ?     I  seem  to  hear 
And  stray  where  waters  clear 

And  breezes  soft  creep  under  holy  shade. 

Me  yet  a  child  on  Voltur's  side 

Beyond  my  kindly  nurse  Apulia's  bound 
The  fabled  doves  once  found 

Play-worn  and  slumbering,  and  did  deftly  hide 
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With  new-pluckt  leaf — a  wondrous  tale 
For  all  who  hold  high  Acherontia's  nest 
Or  Bantia's  woods,  or  rest 

In  the  rich  corn-lands  of  Forento's  vale  ; 

How  safe  of  Hmb  from  bears  I  slept 

And  vipers  black,  on  myrtle-shrouded  bed 
With  sacred  bays  o'erspread, 

A  dauntless  infant  by  the  gods  safe-kept. 

And  yours,  0  Muses,  still,  your  care 
Am  I,  or  when  I  climb  the  Sabine  peak, 
Or  cold  Praeneste  seek, 

Or  Tibur's  slope,  or  Baiae's  hquid  air. 

Me,  who  aye  loved  your  founts,  your  choir, 
Nor  host  that  at  Philippi  turn'd  to  flee, 
Nor  slew  th'  accursed  tree 

Nor  in  SiciHan  waves  that  headland  dire. 

If  ye  be  with  me  on  my  way, 

Mad  Bosphorus  on  shipboard  I  will  dare 

Right  willing,  and  to  fare 
O'er  Syria's  sandy  deserts  will  essay. 

The  Britons,  stranger-hating  race, 

Concanian  tribes,  whom  horses'  blood  delights, 

Quiver'd  Gelonian  knights. 
And  Scythia's  river  scatheless  I  shall  face. 

Ye  to  high  Caesar,  who  allots 

His  war-worn  troops  our  townships  to  defend, 

And  seeks  his  toils  to  end. 
Refreshment  grant  in  your  Pierian  grots. 

Ye  gentle  counsels  give,  and  given 

Joy  to  see  foUow'd,  kindly  powers.     'Tis  known 

How  Titans  were  o'erthrown. 
Huge  impious  crew,  by  th'  headlong  lightning  riven 
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Of  him  wlio  o'er  dull  earth  holds  sway 

O'er  windy  sea,  and  towns,  and  realms  of  woe, 
Whom  gods  and  mortals  know 

One  sovereign,  and  his  equal  rule  obey. 

Great  terror  had  they  stirr'd  in  Jove — 

Earth's  brood — with  quivering  arms  all  bristling 

bold, 
Brethren  who,  high  uproU'd, 

Pelion  to  pile  on  dark  Olympus  strove. 

But  what  could  Mimas,  valiant  wight, 

Typhoeus,  and  Porphyrion  stark  and  dour  ? 
What  Rhoetus,  and,  bold  thrower 

Of  uptorn  trunks,  Enceladus  ?     What  in  fight 

'G-ainst  Pallas'  sounding  aegis  tried 
Avail'd  their  rush  ?     Stood  Vulcan  eager  seen, 
Stood  Juno  mother- queen. 

And,  who  his  shoulder' d  bow  ne'er  lays  aside, 

Who  laves  in  pure  Castalian  spring 

His  flowing  locks,  who  of  his  Lycia  loves 
The  brakes  and  native  groves, 

Dehan  Apollo,  Patarean  king. 

Uncounsell'd  strength  falls  by  mere  stress 

Of  weight ;  strength  temper'd  well  the  gods  to  more 
Promote  ;  but  they  abhor 

Strong  powers  that  think  and  work  all  wickedness. 

My  verdict  Gyas  proveth  plain 

Of  hundred  hands,  and,  known  in  legend  old. 

Pure  Dian's  tempter  bold 
Orion,  by  the  virgin's  arrow  slain. 

Earth  aches  on  her  own  monsters  laid ; 

Sons  to  pale  Hell  by  lightning  hurl'd  she  mourns  : 

His  vault  the  giant  burns. 
But  eats  not  through,  by  Aetna  overweigh'd. 
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On  lustful  Tityos'  liver  preys 

The  bird,  nor  leaves  him,  sentinel  ordain'd 

For  sin  ;  Pirithoiis  chain'd 
In  countless  coils  for  love  nefarious  pays. 

Ode  V 

Under  Augustus  we  have  won  victories  and  hope  for  more.  But 
beware  lest  we  degenerate  :  some  of  our  prisoners  have  done  so  in 
the  East.  We  may  learn  a  lesson  from  the  advice  and  death 
of  Regulus. 

Jove  thundering  rules  (we  own)  the  sky ; 

Augustus  shall  a  god  on  earth  be  caU'd, 

When  'neath  our  yoke  enthrall'd 
The  Britons  and  the  dreaded  Parthians  lie. 

Lives  then  our  Crassus'  soldier  bold 

Ill-wed  with  barbarous  wife  ?     And  sink  we  so, 

Senate  and  morals  low, 
That  hardy  sons  of  Italy  grow  old 

King'd  by  a  Mede  ;  find  kin  and  home 

With  foes,  forget  the  holy  shields,  the  namCj 
The  gown,  and  Vesta's  flame. 

While  Jupiter  yet  stands  and  stately  Eome  ? 

This  Regulus  with  caution  sage 

Foresaw,  dissenting  from  the  peace  that  brought 

Dishonour  then,  and  taught 
A  lesson  ruinous  to  a  future  age ; 

Should  not  their  captive  warriors  die 
Unpitied.     "  Fixed  on  many  a  Punic  fane 
Standards  and  weapons  ta'en 

Bloodless  from  unresisting  soldiers  I 

Have  seen,"  he  said,  "  and  hands  fast  bound 
Behind  free  Roman  backs  ;  and  every  gate 
Unbarr'd,  and,  where  of  late 

Our  war  left  wilderness,  a  well-till'd  ground. 
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Think  ye,  redeem'd  by  gold  more  keen 
The  soldier  will  return  ?  To  infamy 
Ye  add  but  damage.     Dye 

Nor  drug  restores  to  wool  lost  hue  and  sheen : 

Nor  valour  true,  once  driven  thereout, 
Again  will  house  her  in  unworthy  breast. 
If  deer  e'er  fights  released 

From  tangling  toils,  then  brave  in  battle-bout 

Hope  him  who  to  false  foes  gave  faith  ; 

Then  Punic  force  in  second  war  he'll  smite, 

Who  on  arms  pinion' d  tight 
Has  felt  the  thongs,  dull  clod,  and  quail'd  at  death. 

Nay  he,  life's  guard  and  source  unknown, 

Blends  peace  with  war.    0  shame  !     0  Carthage 

great, 
Above  the  fall'n  estate 

Of  Italy  disgraced  how  lofty  grown !  " 

He  spake  :  and  as  no  longer  free. 

His  chaste  wife's  kiss,  his  little  ones  (they  say) 

He  sadly  put  away, 
And  stern  to  earth  his  manly  looks  bent  he. 

Till  wavering  Fathers  he  had  braced 

By  counsel  heretofore  ne'er  given,  and  so 
'Mid  mourning  friends  did  go 

A  noble  exile  with  a  cheerful  haste. 

Yet  well  he  knew  for  him  what  pain 

Barbarians  purposed  :  but  he  moved  aside 
His  kin  who  hindrance  tried, 

And  Romans  who  his  going  would  restrain. 

Calmly  as  one  who  making  end 

Of  his  town-clients'  suits — a  tedious  care — 

To  fields  Venafran  fair 
Or  Greek  Tarentum's  ease  his  steps  should  bend. 
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Ode  VI 


The  gods  punish  us  for  our  fathers'  wickedness.    We  are  corrupt : 
what  immorality  taints  our  homes.     Far  other  were  Romans  of  old. 

Ancesteal  guilt  a  guiltless  child, 

Eoman,  thou  wilt  atone,  till  thou  again 
Raise  shrine  and  fallen  fane 

Of  gods,  and  statues  with  black  smoke  defiled. 

While  to  the  gods  thou  bowest  low. 

Thou  rulest  high  :  with  them  begin  and  end. 
'Tis  sHghted  gods  who  send 

On  mourning  Italy  full  many  a  woe. 

Monaeses,  Pacorus,  with  their  host 
Have  twice  our  armies'  inauspicious  charge 
Beat  back,  and  booty  large 

To  their  thin  collars  add  with  joyful  boast. 

Our  city  sunk  in  civil  war 

Dacian  and  Aethiop  went  full  nigh  to  raze  ; 

Whereof  the  one  dismays 
With  fleet,  the  one  with  arrows  from  afar. 

On  marriage,  family,  and  home 

An  age,  of  crime  prolific,  first  brought  stain  : 

Sluiced  from  this  fount  the  bane 
Flow'd  forth  upon  our  people  and  our  Rome. 

Our  maiden  learns  and  loves  too  well 
Greek  dance,  and  but  a  girl  on  passion  thinks : 
Soon,  while  her  husband  drinks. 

To  younger  lovers  she  their  shame  will  sell. 

'Tis  no  mere  hurried  kiss,  but  bold 

With  her  lord's  knowledge  she  will  grant,  nor  screen, 

Favours  to  suitors  mean 
Given  not  by  chance  or  love  but  for  their  gold. 
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Not  of  such  parents  were  they  bred, 

Brave  lads,  who  redden'd  seas  with  Punic  gore, 

Antiochus  huge  o'erbore, 
Pyrrhus,  and  Hannibal,  a  name  of  dread  : 

But  peasant-soldiers'  sons  they  were. 

Stark  men,  with  Sabine  hoes  well  train'd  to  till 
The  clods,  and  at  the  will 

Of  mother  strict  wood-billets  home  to  bear, 

When  now  the  sun-god  in  the  west 

Made  mountain- shadows  long,  unyoking  freed 
Tired  steers,  and  with  kind  speed 

Departing  left  the  world  to  welcome  rest. 

What  mars  not  time  with  growing  ill  ? 

Our  sires'  age,  worse  than  was  our  grandsires', 
yet 

Could  baser  sons  beget 
In  us,  who  leave  a  seed  more  vicious  still. 

Ode  VII 

Be  of  good  comfort,  Asterie,  your  lover  will  return.     He  is  true 
in  spite  of  temptations  :  be  you  true  also. 

Why  dost  thou  weep,  Asterie  ?     Prime  of  spring 
And  Zephyrs  bright  thy  Gyges  back  will  bring 

Enrich'd  with  Thynian  freight, 

A  youth  of  faith  inviolate. 

He,  driven  to  Oricum  by  southern  blast 

After  the  She-goat's  stormy  rising  past, 
Nights  ever  cold  and  drear 
Spends  sleepless  and  with  many  a  tear. 

Yet  from  his  hostess  Chloe,  lovesick  dame. 
Comes  envoy,  pleading  how  for  him  (thy  flame) 

She  sigheth  all  ablaze, 

And  cunning  tempts  in  countless  ways  : 
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He  tells  how  slander,  spoke  by  faithless  wife. 
Made  soon-believing  Proetus  seek  of  life 

To  rob  in  angry  baste 

Bellerophon  alas  !  too  chaste  ; 

How  Peleus  to  the  nether  gloom  went  nigh, 
While  from  Hippolyte  he  pure  would  fly. 

Stories  that  teach  to  sin 

Fraudful  he  tells,  thy  lad  to  win. 

In  vain  :  for  deaf  as  crags  of  Cretan  sea 
Hears  Cyges  still  heart-whole.     But  thou  too  see  ; 
Lest  now  thy  neighbour  fair 
Enipeus  please  too  much,  beware ! 

Tho'  none  so  skill'd  to  rein  the  steed 
Attract  all  eyes  upon  the  Martian  mead ; 
Tho'  none  so  swiftly  glide 
Swimming  adown  the  Tuscan  tide  ; 

Yet  shut  ere  night  thy  house  ;  nor  to  the  street 
Look  down,  when  plaintive  flute  shall  warble  sweet : 
And,  though  he  call  thee  hard, 
Relentless  meet  that  tempting  bard. 


Ode  VIII 

Maecenas,  I  keep  to-day  in  memory  of  my  escape  from  death. 
Leave  public  cares,  and  be  cheerful  with  me. 

Why  keep  the  first  of  March  unwed  ? 
Why  flowers,  why  fumes  from  censer  shed  ? 
Why  yonder  fresh  turf-altar  spread 
With  charcoal  glowing  ? 

BiHngual  sage,  you  wonder  why. 
A  feast  and  goat  to  Liber  I 
Vow'd  when  that  falling  tree  well-nigh 
Was  my  undoing. 
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Upon  this  annual  holiday 

The  seal-bound  cork  I'll  break  away  f 

From  jar  since  consul  Tullus'  sway 
Smoke-drencht  and  brown. 

Drink,  sir,  nor  count  your  cups  or  joys 
For  friend's  life  saved.     Let  dawn  surprize 
Our  lamps  still  burning.     Strife  and  noise 
Avaunt !  begone  ! 

Your  statesman's  thoughts  awhile  forego  : 
The  Dacian  prince's  troops  lie  low  : 
The  wranghng  Medes  to  their  own  woe 
Their  weapons  bear  : 

Cantabrians  serve  us  in  far  Spain, 
Old  foes,  and  tamed  by  tardy  chain ; 
Scythians  with  unbent  bow  their  plain 
To  leave  prepare. 

Let  fear  for  what  may  all  distress — 
You  are  but  one — torment  you  less  ; 
Take  present  boons  of  happiness, 
And  quit  grave  care. 

Ode  IX 

Horace  and  Lydia  speak  of  their  old  love,  their  new  love.     To 
the  old  love  they  propose  to  return. 

Horace 

While  me  thy  favour  graced. 
Nor  any  youth  thy  neck  so  fair  and  bright 

With  a  more  welcome  arm  embraced, 
Than  Persia's  king  I  hved  a  happier  wight. 

Lydia 

While  thee  no  other  flame 
Burn'd  more,  nor  Chloe  Lydia  could  outvie, 

I  Lydia  bore  a  glorious  name ; 
Than  Iha,  Rome's  proud  mother,  nobler  I. 
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Horace 

Now  CUoe  holds  me  slave, 
Skiird  in  sweet  music,  Thracian  harpist  rare ; 

For  whom  to  die  I  feel  me  brave, 
If  her,  my  Hfe,  the  Fates  will  longer  spare. 

Lydia 

For  one  who  glows  I  glow, 
Calais,  the  Thurian's  son,  is  all  my  care  : 

For  whom  two  deaths  I'd  undergo. 
If  my  sweet  lad  the  Fates  would  longer  spare. 

Horace 

What  if  old  love  returning 
Join  parted  friends  with  brazen  yoke  once  more ; 

If  I  the  golden  Chloe  spurning 
To  Lydia  whilom  banish' d  ope  the  door  ? 

Lydia 

Tho'  bright  as  star  is  he, 
And  thou  art  light  as  cork,  and  quick  amain 

To  rage  as  Hadria's  wicked  sea 
With  thee  I'll  Hve,  with  thee  to  die  were  fain. 


Ode  X 

Cruel  Lyce,  why  do  you  shut   me   out?     You  will  weary   my 
patience. 

Wert  thou  a  drinker  of  the  distant  Don, 
Wed  to  a  savage  lord,  yet  mightst  thou  moan 
Me,  Lyce,  at  thy  cruel  door  outcast. 

Sport  of  the  northern  blast. 

Hark !  how  the  panels  groan,  how  trees  confined 
Mid  stately  roofs  rebellow  with  the  wind  : 
How  frosty  Jove  congeals  the  floor  of  snow 
Spread  on  the  soil  below. 
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Dismiss  wliat  Venus  hates,  thy  proud  disdain ; 
Lest  wheel  and  rope  fly  back  from  over-strain  : 
Thou'rt  no  Penelope,  thou  Tuscan  born, 
Thy  suitors  thus  to  scorn. 

Though  thee  nor  gifts  nor  prayers,  nor  of  sick  love 
The  paleness  violet-hued,  nor  falseness  move 
Of  lord  who  burns  for  Thracian  mistress  fair  : 
Yet  0  thy  suppliants  spare ; 

No  softer  thou  than  oak's  unyielding  wood, 
No  gentler  than  the  Moorish  asp  in  mood  ! 
I  will  not  always  'neath  a  pouring  sky 
On  thy  hard  threshold  He. 


Ode  XI 

Mercury,  help  me  to  move  Lyde.  Thou  canst  move  all :  even 
the  powers  below.  Tell  her  how  cruelty  is  punished  there  :  the 
Danaids  suffer,  who  were  cruel  with  one  noble  exception. 

0  Mercury,  whose  tuneful  lore 

Amphion  taught  to  move  the  stones ; 

0  shell,  whose  resonance  swelleth  more 
The  seven- string' d  tones  ; 

Nor  vocal  once  nor  sweet,  but  now 

At  banquets  and  in  temples  dear. 
Speak  strains  to  make  my  Lyde  bow 

Kebellious  ear. 

Who,  as  a  filly  on  the  plain. 

Fears  touch,  while  bounding  free  she  roves, 
Unwed,  and  with  a  proud  disdain 

Of  forward  loves. 

Tigers  and  woods  thou  lead'st  along, 

The  rapid  rivers  thou  canst  stay ; 
Hell's  porter  to  thy  wilHng  song — 

Huge  beast — gave  way, 
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Yea,  Cerberus,  of  Fury's  head 

With  hundred  snakes  embattled  strong. 

Foul-breathing,  bloody-mouth'd  and  dread 
With  triple  tongue. 

Ixion  laugh'd  with  features  forced, 
And  Tityos  too  :  stood  dry  of  waters 

Their  urn,  while  sweet  thy  notes  discoursed 
To  Danaiis'  daughters. 

Let  Lyde  hear  their  crime,  what  pains 
Those  maidens  bear,  that  empty  cask 

Whose  water  through  the  bottom  drains, 
The  late-doom'd  task 

That  ev'n  in  Hell  such  guilt  awaits. 

Impious  !  what  could  they  worse  of  ill  ? 
Impious  !  they  dared  their  wedded  mates 

With  sword  to  kill. 

Worthy  of  wedlock  one  alone, 

A  father  false  she  true  betray'd, 
Mid  many  base  for  ever  known 

A  blameless  maid. 

"  Wake  !  "  said  she  to  her  youthful  lord, 
"  Wake  or  death's  sleep  unfear'd  is  nigh. 

Your  wife's  sire  and  my  wicked  horde 
Of  sisters  fly : 

Who  as  weak  calf  a  lioness  may, 
Their  victims  rend,  alas  !     Of  mould 

More  gentle,  I  nor  thee  will  slay, 
Nor  prison'd  hold. 

My  sire  may  load  me  with  fierce  chains. 
Who  spared  my  spouse  in  mercy  mild ; 

Or  ship  me  to  Numidia's  plains 
Far,  far  exiled  : 
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Go  thou  by  feet  and  gales  sped  free, 
Night  and  love  helping  ;   happy  go  ! 

And  on  some  tomb  rememb'ring  me 
Carve  words  of  woe." 

Ode  XII 

Unhappy  Neobule,  shut  away  from  thy  love,  and  he  so  fair  and 
manly. 

0  THE  weary  woful  maidens,  who  debarr'd  from  love 

and  play. 
From  the  wine  that  drowneth  sorrows,  fear  a  kinsman's 

tongue  alway, 

Tongue  so  keen  to  lash  and  slay ! 

Thee  the  winged  boy  of  Venus,  Neobule,  makes  to  slight 
Basket,  web  and  works  of  Pallas ;   lost  for  love  is  their 
delight, 

Lost  for  love  of  Hebrus  bright. 

Bright  he  shineth,  sleek  his  shoulders  newly  bathed  in 

Tiber's  flood; 
He's   Bellerophon   for   horse-craft ;     never   boxer  him 

withstood, 

Never  runner  ran  so  good. 

He  is  skilful,  o'er  the  open  when  the  herd   affrighted 
flies. 

Deer  to  shoot ;  he  quick  the  wild  boar,  from  the  copse- 
wood  where  he  Hes 

Breaking  cover,  to  surprise. 

Ode  XIII 

Fountain  of  Bandusia,  thou  shalt  have  thy  offering ;  and  shalt 
be  ennobled  by  my  song. 

0  FOUNT  Bandusian,  crystal-clear, 
Worthy  of  flowers  and  wine's  sweet  cheer, 

To-morrow  a  kid  is  thine. 

Whose  forehead  shows  design 
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With  budding  horns  of  love  and  war  : 
Design  all  vain,  for  with  red  gore 

He'll  stain  thy  stream  ice-cold, 

That  kidhng  bhthe  and  bold. 

Thee  Sirius  fierce  in  hour  of  heat 
Knows  not  to  touch.    A  coolness  sweet 

Thou  giv'st  to  labour'd  ox 

And  pasture-roaming  flocks. 

And  thou  shalt  rank  with  noble  wells, 
Whenas  my  song  thy  holm-oak  tells 

Rock-perch'd  o'er  grot,  whence  steep 

Thy  babbling  waters  leap. 

Ode  XIV 

Romans,  welcome  with  processions  and  feasting  Augustus 
returned  from  Spain.  His  reign  brings  peace.  I  shall  keep 
holiday. 

Who  seem'd  of  late— hke  Hercules  of  yore — 
Buying  his  bays  with  death,  lo,  sirs,  again 
To  hearth  and  home  comes  Caesar  from  the  shore 
Of  conquer' d  Spain. 

Forth  let  her  step,  the  wife  who  in  him  joys 

Her  peerless  lord,  with  due  thank-offering  paid ; 
And  our  great  captain's  sister  ;   and  Hke  wise 
In  wreath  array'd 

Mothers  of  maidens  and  of  sons  restored 

Safe  to  their  homes.     Bridegrooms  and  brides 
new-wed, 
Watch  well  your  tongues,  nor  let  ill-omen'd  word 
By  you  be  said. 

A  holiday  indeed  for  me  this  day 

Shall  chase  black  cares.     I  neither  raiding  band 
Nor  death  by  force  can  fear,  while  Caesar's  sway 
Holds  every  land. 
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Go,  boy,  seek  ointment,  wreaths,  and  wine-cask  old 

That  hatli  remembrance  of  the  Marsian  war, 
If  Spartacas,  marauding  rover  bold, 
Hath  left  a  jar. 

Tuneful  Neaera  bid  to  come  with  speed, 

Her  fragrant  tresses  in  plain  knot  confined ; 
But  if  her  churlish  porter  thwart  our  need, 
Well,  never  mind  ! 

Moods  keen  for  strife  and  lovers'  fray  are  soon 
By  whitening  hairs  to  gentler  temper  cool'd ; 
Such  slight  I  had  not  borne  in  youth's  hot  noon, 
When  Plancus  ruled. 


Ode  XV 

Old  woman,  cease  to  act  as  if  young ;  such  bearing  befits  thy 
daughter,  not  thee. 

Wife  of  Ibycus  the  beggar. 

Leave  at  last  thy  wicked  gear. 
Leave  at  last  thy  shameful  labours  : 

To  a  timely  tomb  thou'rt  near. 

Cease  mid  virgin  choirs  to  play. 

Cloud  not  thus  their  starry  bright  array. 

Chloris,  deeds  for  Pholo'e  seemly 
Suit  not  thee.     Thy  daughter  shall 

Storm  with  right  her  lovers'  dwellings. 
As  the  drum- crazed  Bacchanal. 

She  must  needs  for  love  of  J^othus 

Like  a  sportive  kidhng"  spring  ; 
Wool  of  famed  Luceria's  shearing 

Finger  thou,  not  zither-string. 

Roses  red  are  none  of  thine. 

Nor,  old  crone,  the  deep-drain'd  dregs  of  wine. 
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Ode  XVI 

Gold  is  an  all-powerful  conqueror :    yet  it  brings  cares  and  an 
endless  desire  for  more.     So  I  prefer  my  happy  humble  lot. 

To  prison'd  Danae  the  brazen  tower 
With  sturdy  doors,  and  dogs  to  guard  her  bower 
Wakeful  and  surly,  had  a  stronghold  made 
'Gainst  ravishers'  night-raid ; 

Had  not  great  Jove  and  Venus  mock'd  the  care 
Wherewith  Acrisius  fearful  hid  his  fair ; 
For  he  would  find  (they  knew)  safe  way  and  plain, 
The  god  once  changed  to  gain. 

Gold  loves  through  royal  body-guards  to  go, 
And  rocks  to  rive  with  a  more  forceful  blow 
Than  Hghtning-flash.     The  Argive  augur's  house 
Had  end  most  ruinous 

Thro'  bribes.     The  man  of  Macedon  clove  gates 
Of  cities,  and  his  rival  potentates 
O'erthrew  by  gifts.     Gifts  in  their  noose  can  hold 
Ship-captains  rough  and  bold. 

But  growing  money  is  by  care  pursued 
And  hunger  after  more.     My  choice  was  good, 
Maecenas,  flower  of  knights,  who  shrank  with  dread 
To  rear  conspicuous  head. 

The  more  each  man  shall  to  himself  deny, 
The  more  from  gods  he  wins.     I  strip  me,  I 
Desert  the  richer  camp,  and  hurry  o'er 
To  join  th'  uncovetous  poor ; 

Of  a  scorn'd  pittance  I  a  nobler  lord 
Than  if  the  stout  Apulian's  harvest -hoard 
(Wealthy  in  name)  to  my  own  barns  I  brought, 
And  having  all  had  nought. 
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A  crystal  brook,  a  wood  of  acres  few, 
Crops  that  are  ever  to  their  promise  true — 
These,  who  rich  Afric's  empire  owns,  has  not, 
Nor  knows  my  happier  lot. 

Though  no  Calabrian  bees  fill  hives  of  mine 
With  honey,  nor  with  Formian  jar  my  wine 
Grows  mellow,  nor  in  Gaulish  meads  I  keep 
My  fat  and  fleecy  sheep  : 

Yet  in  no  pinching  poverty  I  live  ; 

And,  wish'd  I  more,  thou  wouldst   not  grudge  to 

give. 
Small  revenues,  when  I  my  wants  curtail, 
Will  to  more  wealth  avail. 

Than  if  with  Alyattes'  wide  domains 
I  own'd  continuous  all  the  Phrygian  plains. 
Much  seek,  much  lack.     He's  blest  to  whom  kind 
heaven 
Enough,  no  more,  has  given. 

Ode  XVII 

Noble  Aelius,  we  shall  have  a  storm  to-morrow.     Prepare  to  be 
cheerful  indoors. 

Aelius,  of  noble  line  from  Lamus  old — 
For  earlier  Lamias  took,  as  we  are  told. 

Their  name  from  him,  and  so 
Their  children  thro'  recording  annals  know 

Him  for  their  founder  and  original, 
Who  first  held  Formiae's  embattled  wall. 

And  by  slow  Liris'  tide 
That  laps  Marica's  shores,  reign'd  far  and  wide 

A  mighty  king — Aelius,  there  will  come  down 
To-morrow  a  tempest  from  the  east :    and  strewn 

Will  be  the  grove  with  leaves, 
And  strand  with  sea-weed  ;    or  the  crow  deceives, 
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That  old  rain-prophet.     Gather,  while  you  may, 
Dry  wood  :    to-morrow  you  and  yours  will  stay 

All  work,  and  cheer  with  wine 
Your  Genius,  and  on  tender  piglet  dine. 

Ode  XVIII 

Faunus,  protect  my  flocks  ;  I  give  you  your  dues.     December 
is  coming  ;  we  will  hold  your  holiday. 

Faun,  who  lovest  nymphs  that  flee, 
O'er  my  farm  and  sunny  lea 
Coming,  going,  gentle  be. 

Speed  my  nurslings  well ; 

So  shall  kidhng  crown  thy  year. 
So  shall  bowl  to  Venus  dear 
Brim  with  wine,  while  altar  near 
Smokes  with  fragrant  smell. 

Thy  December  comes  again, 
Sports  each  flock  on  grassy  plain ; 
Free  on  meads  with  village  fain 

Ox  hath  holiday.  ; 

Wolf  mid  fearless  lambkins  goes, 
Leaves  for  thee  the  forest  strows, 
Earth  for  toil  glad  digger's  toes 
Smiting  thrice  repay. 

Ode  XIX 

Leave  archaic  lore:  we  mean  feasting  in  honour  of  Murena. 
Wine  and  music  we  need. 

From  Inachus  how  far 

Was  Codrus,  bold  a  patriot's  death  to  face, 

You  tell,  and  Aeacus'  high  race. 
And  sacred  Ilion's  laborious  war. 

To  the  new  moon  with  speed. 

To  midnight,  to  Murena,  boy,  fill  wine, 
Our  augur  ;  measures  three  or  nine 

In  twelve  our  cups  shall  bear  to  suit  our  need. 


\ 
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Who  loves  tlie  Muses'  score 

Uneven,  he  of  wine  thrice  three  will  crave, 
The  frenzied  bard ;  the  Grace  less  brave, 

And  fearing  quarrels,  three  will  touch,  no  more, 

She  with  her  sister  choir. 

Come !  we  would  fain  be  mad.  Why  are  they  mute, 

The  blasts  of  Berecynthian  flute  ? 
Why  idle  hangs  the  pipe,  why  hush'd  the  lyre  ? 

All  niggard  hands  I  hate  : 

Strew  roses  free.     Let  Lycus  hear  next  door. 

An  envious  wight,  our  wild  uproar. 
And  with  old  Lycus  his  ill-sorted  mate. 

Thee,  Telephus,  thee  bright 

With  wealth  of  hair,  a  star  like  Hesper  pure, 
Young  Ehode  meetly  would  secure  : 

Glycera  I  love,  with  slower  fire  ahght. 


Ode  XX 

Take  care,  Pyrrhus.     'Tis  like  robbing  a  lioness  of  her  cubs  to 
thwart  Neaera  in  her  claim  on  the  beautiful  Nearchus. 

Stirrest  thou,  Pyrrhus,  nor  thy  danger  seest, 
Cubs  of  a  Honess,  Gaetulian  beast  ? 
Soon  heart  will  fail  thee,  robber,  as  thou  fleest 
The  stubborn  fray ; 

When  she  through  thronging  youths  her  way  shall  make 
Peerless  Nearchus  once  again  to  take, 
Dread  contest  this,  if  thine  or  hers  the  stake, 
The  larger  prey. 

But  lo,  while  thou  swift  arrows  dost  unsheath, 
And  she  doth  whet  her  formidable  teeth, 
Hcj  nursing  naked  foot  in  hand  beneath, 
To  see  the  fight 
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Sits  by ;  and  gentle  winds  his  fragrant  hair 
Fan  on  his  shoulders.     Nireus  not  more  fair, 
Nor  Ida's  Ganymede  shone,  when  rapt  in  air 
From  watery  height. 


Ode  XXI 

Come  down,  my  wine-jar  :  I  am  expecting  Corvinus.     He  scorns 
not  wine,  though  a  philosopher.     We  will  make  a  night  of  it. 

0  BORN  with  me  in  Manhan  consulate 
Thou  jar — with  whatsoever  fraught, 
Murmurs  or  mirth,  strife,  love  distraught, 

Or  easy  sleep,  as  kindly  opiate — 

To  whatso  end  thy  Massic  juice  is  stored, 

On  a  good  day  right  well  displaced 

Come  down,  for  my  Corvinus'  taste 
Bids  mellower  wine  be  put  upon  the  board. 

Tho'  steep'd  in  lore  Socratic,  thee  and  thine 

He  will  not  rough  or  surly  spurn ; 

Even  old  Cato's  virtue  stern 
Oft-times  (they  say)  was  warm'd  by  potent  wine. 

Thou  movest  mood,  however  hard,  to  yield 
By  gentle  force,  thou  of  the  wise 
The  deep  thoughts  and  close  mysteries 

Unlockest  by  the  wine-god's  joy  reveal'd. 

Thou  with  new  hope  an  anxious  heart  canst  cheer ; 

By  strength  from  thee  th'  embolden'd  poor 

Set  up  their  horns,  and  now  no  more 
King's  angry  frowns  or  soldiers'  arms  they  fear. 

With  Bacchus,  Venus  gay,  the  Graces  three 

Inseparable,  and  candles  bright. 

We'll  lengthen  out  thy  dear  delight, 
Till  stars  before  returning  Phoebus  flee. 
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Ode  XXII 

Diana,  I  dedicate  thy  pine  to  thee. 
0  VIRGIN  guardian  of  the  grove  and  hill, 
Goddess  three-form'd,  who  hearest  with  good  will 
When  thrice  invoked,  and  savest  wives  from  ill 

In  childbirth's  need  ; 

Thine  be  yon  pine  above  my  farm  that  grows : 
There  joyful,  as  each  year  completed  goes, 
A  wild-boar  I,  that  threatens  sidelong  blows, 
Will  give  to  bleed. 

Ode  XXIII 

Phidyle,  clean  hands  and  a  pure  heart  make  the  humblest  offering 
acceptable. 

Spread,  rustic  Phidyle,  thy  hands  to  heaven, 

When  shines  the  moon  new-born  ; 

To  please  home  gods  let  frankincense,  fresh  corn, 
And  greedy  sow  be  given. 

So  shall  thy  vines  still  fruitful  feel  no  shock 
Of  noisome  wind,  no  blight 
Thy  crops  ;  nor  sickly  apple-season  smite 

The  nurslings  of  thy  flock. 

On  snow-capt  Algidus  let  fatling  feed 

Mid  shades  of  many  an  oak, 

Or  rear  on  Alban  lawns  proud  neck  by  stroke 
Of  pontiff's  axe  to  bleed, 

A  victim  vow'd.     Thou  needst  not  sheep  to  slay, 

And  bribe  by  many  a  death 

Small  gods  ;  of  rosemary  they  claim  a  wreath 
And  fragile  myrtle-spray. 

Touch  but  the  altar  with  a  hand  unsinning, 

So  burn  crisp  salt  and  cake, 

The  gods  are  pleased  :  rich  victim  could  not  make 
Such  hand  one  whit  more  winning. 
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Ode  XXIV 

Riches  cannot  banish  fear  or  death.  The  virtuous  life  of  some 
rude  peoples  is  better  than  the  vicious  luxury  of  Rome.  O  for 
some  remedy  !     Avarice  destroys  manliness  :  it  is  insatiable. 

Though,  rich  beyond  the  yet  untasted  stores 

Of  Ind  and  Araby  combined, 

Thou  crowd  and  block  with  thy  proud  basements  lined 
Both  Tuscan  and  ApuHan  shores  ; 

Yet,  if  Necessity,  destroyer  dread, 
With  bolts  of  adamant  rive  and  tear 
Thy  towers,  thou  wilt  not  rid  thy  heart  from  fear 

Nor  from  the  noose  of  death  thy  head. 

Better  the  Scythians  live,  sons  of  the  plain, 
With  wandering  homes  on  waggons  borne ; 
Better  the  frost-bound  Getans,  who  their  corn — 
A  free  and  common  wealth  of  grain- 
Reap  from  unmeasured  acres  :  they  their  lands 
Like  not  beyond  a  year  each  one 
To  till,  then  is  the  farmer's  labour  done, 
And  in  his  place  another  stands. 

There  women  can  their  hands  from  stepsons  hold 

And  work  the  motherless  no  ill : 

No  well-dower'd  wife  there  rules  her  husband's  will, 
In  her  gay  paramour  too  bold. 

From  parents  they  have  priceless  dower  and  high, 

Virtue  and  chastity,  that  true 

To  wedlock  fears  strange  love.     Such  sin  to  do 
Is  horror ;  its  reward  to  die. 

0  whoso  would  from  civil  fury  save 

Our  land  and  fratricidal  fight, 

Would  have  the  people  'neath  his  statues  write 
Father  of  cities,  be  he  brave 
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To  curb  our  untamed  license  ;  noble  lie 
Hereafter  :  since — 0  shame  ! — we  bate 
Virtue  tbat  lives,  and  envious  ab  !  too  late 

Wisb  back  wbat  we  no  longer  see. 

What  doth  it  boot  our  fault  to  weep  and  moan, 

Nor  cut  by  punishment  the  sore  ? 

Laws  without  morals,  laws  and  nothing  more. 
What  profit  they  ?  if  now  no  zone — 

Whether  the  climes  with  fervent  heat  that  glow. 
Or  tracts  that  touch  the  northmost  bound. 
Where  snows  eternal  harden  on  the  ground — 

Our  merchant  daunts  ;  if  sailors  know 

To  foil  rough  seas,  and  poverty  is  still 
The  deep  disgrace  that  mortals  makes 
All-daring  and  all-bearing,  but  forsakes 

The  steep  ascent  of  Virtue's  hill. 

Come,  bear  we  to  Jove's  Capitol — the  call 
Of  favouring  thousands  and  their  cheer 
Points  thitherward — or  to  the  sea  most  near 

Cast  gems,  stones,  useless  gold,  yea  all 

The  substance  of  our  plague,  if  sorrow  true 

Bids  us  of  wickedness  repent. 

Of  wrong  desire  each  seed  and  element 
We  must  pluck  out,  and  mould  anew 

Our  over-tender  minds  by  rougher  lore. 

The  Roman  lad,  well-born,  ill-bred. 

Knows  not  to  sit  his  horse,  shrinks  with  sore  dread 
From  hunting  :  he  of  play  knows  more. 

Skilful,  if  Grecian  hoop  you  bid  him  roll 

Or  throw  belike  th'  unlawful  die. 

No  wonder  :  for  his  father  will  with  lie 
Partner  and  friend  and  guest  cajole. 
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While  for  unworthy  heir  in  haste  he  saves 
Large  moneys.     Truly  riches  grow 
Insatiate ;  yet  he  deems  them  small  e'en  so, 

And  always  something  absent  craves. 


Ode  XXV 

Bacchus,  I  am  possest  by  thee,  inspired  to  noble  and  wondrous 
song. 

Whither,  Bacchus,  bearest  me 
Full  of  thee  ? 

To  what  grove  or  to  what  grot 
In  new  spirit  swiftly  rapt  am  I  driven  ? 
Through  what  caves  shall  sound  my  story, 
Peerless  Caesar's  deathless  glory, 
For  whom  I  bode  high  lot, 
'Mid  the  counsellors  of  Jove  in  starry  heaven  ? 

New  my  song,  the  theme  I  take 

Mortal  mouth  ne'er  spake. 

Bacchants  ever  gaze 

Sleepless  in  amaze 

On  Hebrus  and  on  snowy  Thrace, 

Where  barbarians  in  mad  race 

Eange  high  Khodope : 

E'en  as  they 

So  I  stray. 
And  banks  and  groves  in  joyous  wonder  see. 

0  thou  king  of  Naiads  all. 

And  of  Bacchanal 
Strong-arm'd  the  lofty  ash  to  bend  adown ; 

Nothing  Httle,  nothing  low. 

Nothing  mortal  will  I  show. 

Sweet  to  me  the  risk  shall  be, 

God  of  wine,  to  follow  thee, 
Whose  brow  the  vine-leaf's  greenery  doth  crown. 
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Ode    XXVI 


I  have  done  with  love's  warfare :  there  hang  up  my  weapons. 
Yet,  O  Venus,  move  scornful  Chloe. 

A  DOUGHTY  lover  was  I  once, 

Made  havoc  'mid  the  ladies  : 
Weapons  and  lyre  I  now  renounce, 

Such  war  no  more  my  trade  is. 

This  wall  that  guards  the  sea-born  queen 

Shall  bear  my  used  up  battery  : 
Torches,  bars,  picklocks,  tools  to  win 

Closed  doors  by  force  or  flattery. 

Venus,  whose  might  rules  Cyprus  bright 

And  Memphis  never  snowy, 
Raise  high  thy  whip,  give  one  smart  flip, 

And  humble  haughty  Chloe. 


Ode  XXVII 

Galatea,  may  good  omens  speed  your  voyage.  But  the  weather 
signs  are  threatening.  Europa  found  the  sea  treacherous :  hear 
her  story. 

Let  sinners  meet  the  chattering  jay, 
Let  mother  bitch  beset  their  way, 
She- wolf  fierce -eyed  from  hill  down- speeding. 
And  vixen  breeding  : 

Athwart  the  road  let  arrowy  snake 
Their  horses  scare,  their  journey  break ! 
I,  when  for  friend  my  fears  arise, 
An  augur  wise 

Will,  ere  the  boding  bird  of  rain 
Can  seek  the  spreading  pools  again, 
Summon  the  luckier  raven's  cry 
From  eastern  sky. 
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My  Galatea,  happy  be, 
Where'er  thou  wilt,  and  think  on  me ! 
Nor  yaffil  ban  thee  bound  to  go, 
Nor  roving  crow  ! 

Yet  see  with  what  a  gloomy  frown 
Orion  sets.     I  well  have  known 
Hadria's  dark  gulf,  and  west- wind's  spite, 
How  vainly  bright. 

May  wives  and  children  of  our  foe 
Blind  blasts  of  rising  Auster  know, 
When  seas  grow  black  and  lash  with  roar 
The  trembling  shore. 

So  the  false  bull  Europa  rode 
Trustful,  till  deeps  whale-teeming  show'd 
Dangers  around  that  made  cheek  pale 
And  bold  heart  quail. 

Who  meadow  flowers  that  day  had  sought, 
As  for  the  Nymphs  a  crown  she  wrought, 
Only  of  stars  and  waves  had  sight 
Through  glimmering  night. 

To  hundred'Citied  Crete  she  came  : 
"  Father,"    i^he  cried — "  but  daughter's  name 
And  duty  I  have  lost  and  left. 
Of  wits  bereft — 

Whence,  whither  came  I  ?     Once  to  die 
Is  light  for  virgin's  sin  :  Am  I 
Awake,  a  real  shame  to  weep, 
Or  mock'd  in  sleep 

By  phantom  from  the  ivory  gate. 
And  guiltless  all  ?     Could  I  of  late 
So  choose  wild  waves  to  cross,  nor  rather 
Fresh  flowers  to  gather  ? 
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That  caitiff  bull  would  some  power  give 
To  my  just  wrath,  how  would  I  strive 
The  monster's  horns  to  cut  and  tear, 
Though  once  so  dear. 

Shameless  I  left  my  sire's  abode  ; 
Shameless  I  death  delay.     If  god 
Can  hear,  'mid  lions  now  I  pray 
Naked  to  stray. 

Ere  comely  cheeks  be  marr'd  and  lean, 
Ere  tender  flesh  be  sapless  seen. 
May  I  still  beautiful  the  greed 
Of  tigers  feed  !  " 

"  Europa  vile,  why  slow  to  die  ? 
(My  father  chides)  From  yon  ash  tie 
Thy  zone,  so  fitly  brought,  and  break 
Thy  hanging  neck. 

Or,  if  on  rocks  thou  rather  please 
To  find  sharp  death,  come,  trust  the  breeze, 
Leap  down  :    if  wool  thou  wouldst  not  card 
For  mistress  hard 

Barbarian,  thou  her  husband's  toy. 
Though  princess  born."     In  mocking  joy 
Venus,  and  Cupid  with  loose  bow, 
Witness'd  her  woe. 

Soon  sated  with  such  sport,  "  Be  stay'd 
Wrath  and  hot  blame  "  ;  the  goddess  said, 
"  Wlien  th'  hated  bull  his  horns  shall  lend 
For  thee  to  rend. 

To  order  thee  as  great  Jove's  mate 
Thou  know'st  not.     Sob  no  more.     Hign  state 
Learn  well  to  bear  :     A  half- world's  name 
Shall  spread  thy  fame." 
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Ode  XXVIII 


You  and  I,  Lyde,  will  best  keep  Neptune's  holiday  by  having 
a  cheerful  and  musical  evening. 

What  better  can  I  do  to-day 

On  Neptune's  feast  ?     Lyde,  be  quick,  bring  out 
Choice  wine  from  cellar's  inmost  bay. 

And  grave-air'd  wisdom  from  her  stronghold  rout. 

See,  the  moon  sinks  ;  and  yet  thou'rt  late 

(As  though  the  winged  day  would  slack  her  race) 

To  draw  the  jar  that  bears  the  date 

Of  Bibulus,  too  long-Ung'ring  in  its  place. 

Chaunt  we  alternate  :  I  will  quire 

Great  Neptune  and  his  Nereids'  tresses  green  ; 
Echo  thou  back  on  curved  lyre 

Latona,  with  swift  Cynthia,  arrow- queen. 

Last  be  she  sung  who  holds  supreme 

Cnidos  with  Cyclads  bright,  who  o'er  the  main 

Swan-drawn  to  Paphos  guides  her  team  : 
Night  too  deserves  and  shall  not  lack  a  strain. 


Ode  XXIX 

Maecenas,  come  to  my  Sabine  farm  for  a  pleasant  change.  Put 
away  poHtics.  The  future  is  too  uncertain  :  to-day  is  ours.  Fortune 
is  changeful ;  I  take  her  as  she  is,  prepared  for  either  lot. 

0  SEED  of  Tuscan  kings,  for  thee  soft  wine 
I  save  unbroach'd  before, 
Roses,  Maecenas,  too,  and  oil  in  store 

Wherewith  thy  locks  may  shine 

Long  waits  thee.     Spurn  delays  :  let  not  the  steep 

Of  Aesula  and  the  rills 

Of  Tibur,  and  the  parricide's  fair  hills 
Thy  gaze  for  ever  keep. 

H 
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Leave  plenty  that  but  surfeits,  leave  thy  tower 

Near  neighbour  to  the  skies  ; 

Awhile  from  wealthy  Rome  refrain  thine  eyes, 
Her  smoke,  her  noise,  her  power. 

Rich  men  love  changes.     Tho'  the  roof  be  low, 

Plainly  and  well  to  dine 

Without  the  pomp  of  purple  curtains  fine 
Smooths  out  the  troubled  brow. 

Andromeda's  sire,  long  hid,  is  now  ablaze, 
Now  Procyon  raves  amain, 
And  the  mad  lion's  star ;  for  now  again 

The  sun  brings  back  dry  days. 

Now  shepherd  with  his  flock  seeks  shade  and  rill. 

He  weary,  fainting  these. 

Rough  Silvan's  copse,  where  free  of  roving  breeze 
The  bank  is  mute  and  still. 

Thou  takest  thought  what  may  our  state  beseem, 

Fearing  with  anxious  care 

What  Cyrus'  realm,  or  Serians  may  prepare, 
Or  Don's  discordant  stream. 

Time's  future  issues  God  full  wisely  hides 

In  darkest  veil  of  night, 

And  laughs  if  restless  man  beyond  his  right 
Forecast.     What  now  betides. 

This  deal  with  well-content.     All  else  is  borne 
Like  stream  that  now  doth  glide 
Within  its  channel  to  the  Tuscan  tide 

In  peace,  now  stones  smooth-worn. 

Trees,  cattle,  houses,  rolls  in  ruinous 

Confusion,  while  around 

Mountains  and  woods  rebellow  to  the  sound, 
What  time  fierce  floods  uprouse 
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Chafed  rivers  from  their  rest.    He  self-controU'd 

And  cheerful  dwells,  who  may 

Repeat  each  evening  :  "  I  have  lived  to-day ; 
To-morrow  let  Jove  hold 

The  skies  with  cloud  or  sun,  he  makes  not  vain 

Things  past  beyond  recall. 

Nor  changes  nor  undoes  what  once  for  all 
The  fleeting  hour  hath  ta'en." 

Fortune  her  grim  task  plies  with  gladsome  mind. 
And  sports  in  tireless  glee, 
Shifting  her  fickle  honours,  now  to  me, 

Now  to  another  kind. 

She  stays — I  praise  her.     Shakes  she,  as  to  fly. 

Her  pinions — I  resign 

Her  gifts,  and  seek,  well  cloak'd  in  worth  still  mine, 
Good  dowerless  poverty. 

'Tis  not  my  wont,  when  groans  the  storm-strain'd  mast, 

To  run  to  wretched  prayers. 

And  for  my  Cyprian  and  my  Tyrian  wares 
By  vows  make  bargain  fast, 

That  these  enrich  not  more  the  greedy  sea. 

No  ;  me  in  pinnace  light 

O'er  billowy  surge  fair  breeze  and  twin-stars  bright 
Shall  carry  safe  and  free. 


Ode  XXX 

My  poems  will  be  my  monument.     Long  shall  I  be  known,  and 
throughout  Italy,  a  lyric  poet. 

A  MONUMENT  I  have  raised  to  outlive  brass, 
Out-top  high  pyramids  of  prideful  king ; 
This  shall  no  rain  devour,  no  blast  down-fling, 

Nor  countless  years  and  times  that  fleeting  pass. 
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Not  all  of  me  shall  die  :  much  of  my  whole 
Shall  'scape  the  grave.     Praised  by  an  after  age 
Fresh  shall  I  live  and  grow,  while  pontiff  sage 

With  silent  virgin  climbs  Rome's  Capitol. 

Where  Aufidus  down  rushes  loud  and  strong, 
Where  Daunus  ruled  his  boors,  a  land  of  thirst, 
I  shall  be  famed,  grown  great  from  small,  who  first 

Fitted  Aeolian  strains  to  Latin  song. 

Melpomene,  be  proud  with  right,  and  dare 
To  bind  with  well  earn' d  Delphic  bay  my  hair. 


BOOK    IV 


BOOK  IV 


Ode   I 

Venus,  you  tempt  me  again  to  love.  Go  to  the  young.  Such 
sports  are  no  more  for  me.  Yet  am  I  stili  haunted  by  dreams  of 
beauty. 

Wars  that  long  still'd  have  been, 

Venus,  again  thou  wakest.     Spare,  I  pray  I 
What  once  'neath  kindly  Cinara's  sway 

I  was,  I  am  no  more.     Cease,  cruel  queen, 

Mother  of  Cupids  sweet. 

At  fifty  years  to  bend  my  hardness  so 

By  soft  commands.     Nay,  rather  go 
Whither  young  lovers'  prayers  thy  steps  entreat. 

With  timeher  revel  turn 

To  th'  house  of  PauUus  Maximus  the  flight 

Of  thy  swan- coursers  dazzling  bright, 
If  thou  a  fitting  heart  wouldst  choose  to  burn. 

For  he  well-born  and  fair, 

Of  anxious  suitors  he  a  champion  loud, 

A  youth  with  countless  arts  endow'd, 
Will  far  and  wide  thy  warfare's  standards  bear. 

And,  when  he  laughs,  supreme 

By  love  o'er  richer  rival's  lavish  waste. 
Near  Alba's  lakes  he'll  have  thee  placed 

In  marble  wrought  beneath  the  citron  beam, 
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And  there  thou  shalt  mhale 

Perfumes  of  frankincense,  and  feel  delights, 

While  Berecynthian  flute  unites 
With  lyre  its  song,  nor  tuneful  pipe  shall  fail. 

There  twice  a  day  shall  meet 

Boys  and  soft  maids  thy  praise  divine  to  sound  ; 

Whose  white  feet  shall  the  trembling  ground 
In  Sahan  wise  with  triple  measure  beat. 

Me  woman  now  nor  boy 

Can  please  ;  nor  credulous  hope  I  heart  for  heart ; 

Tn  wine-bout  now  to  bear  a  part, 
To  bind  my  brow  with  flowers  bestows  no  joy» 

Yet,  Ligurinus,  why, 

Ah  !  why  bedews  the  trickling  tear  my  cheek  ? 

Why — voiceful  once — now  when  I  speak 
Doth  my  dumb  tongue  disgraced  in  silence  lie  ? 

Thee  nightly  stiU  I  hold 
In  dreams ;  o'er  Martian  field  I  follow  thee, 
Who  still  with  winged  haste  dost  flee ; 

Thee,  cruel  one,  through  waters  swiftly  roll'd. 


Ode  II 

Pindar  is  grand  and  inimitable  :  I  am  but  a  humble  bard.  You, 
Antonius,  may  sing  Caesar's  victories  :  I  will  add  my  mite  of  praise 
and  my  humble  victim. 

JuLUS,  whoe'er  with  Pindar  vies 
On  wings  in  Daedalean  wise 
Wax-bound  precariously  flies 
To  name  a  glassy  sea. 
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Like  river  mountain-born,  rain-fed, 
O'er-swelling  wonted  banks  and  bed, 
Seethes  eddying  Pindar  onward  sped 
Deep-moutli'd,  unmeasured,  free. 

He  wins  Apollo's  laurel  crown. 
Whether  new  words  he  roUeth  down 
On  dithyrambs  all-daring  strown 
In  fines  unbound  by  law  ; 

Or  gods,  and  kings  of  god-born  seed, 
Chaunteth,  by  whose  avenging  deed 
Died  Centaurs,  died  (her  righteous  meed) 
Chimaera's  flaming  awe  : 

Or,  when  with  palm  Elean  blest 
Comes  steed  or  champion,  to  the  best 
Gives  praise,  which  statues  had  exprest 
A  hundredfold  less  well. 

Husband  from  weeping  wife  is  torn — 
Strength,  courage,  truth  the  bard  doth  "mourn, 
And  golden  worth  to  stars  upborne 
He  grudgeth  to  black  Hell. 

Antonius,  Dirce's  swan  doth  rise 

On  a  strong  gale  to  cloudy  skies 

Soaring  subHme  :  in  lowlier  wise, 

Like  bee  on  Matine  hill 

That  culls  sweet  thyme  with  labour  long, 
I  watery  Tiber's  groves  among 
And  banks,  a  little  bard,  my  song 
Fashion  with  toilsome  skill. 

A  poet  thou  on  stronger  string 
Shalt  Caesar  duly  leaf-crown'd  sing. 
When  Ehine-lands  champions  he  shall  bring 
Rome's  sacred  slope  to  climb. 
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Than  Caesar  better  boon  or  more 
Nor  fates  nor  gods  have  given  before, 
Nor  will  again,  tho'  as  of  yore, 
Should  dawn  a  golden  time. 

Thou'lt  sing  of  games,  glad  holiday, 
Augustus  safe,  a  city  gay, 
A  prince  restored  for  whom  we  pray, 
Law-courts  of  suitors  void. 

And  I — if  ears  but  Hst  my  lays — 
With  right  good  will  my  voice  shall  raise  : 
"  0  fairest  Sun,  well  worth  our  praise  !  " 
For  Caesar  overjoy'd. 

And  "  Triumph  "  to  your  festal  train, 
"  Triumph  !  hurrah  !  "  we'll  shout  again  : 
And  to  kind  gods  by  crowds  right  fain 
Shall  frankincense  be  paid. 

Ten  bulls,  great  sir,  are  due  from  thee, 
Ten  kine  :  one  youngling  calf  from  me, 
Who  grows  new-wean'd,  my  vows  to  free, 
In  bounteous  pasture  fed. 

His  brow  is  blazed  with  crescent  bright 
Of  moon  that  keeps  her  third  birth-night ; 
One  mark  is  there  of  snowy  white, 
The  rest  is  tawny  red. 


Ode  III 

Melpomene,  thy  favoured  children  become  not  athletes  or 
warriors,  but  poets.  Rome  now  calls  me  her  lyric  bard.  This  is 
thy  gift. 

Whom  thou  but  once,  Melpomene, 

Hast  look'd  on  at  his  birth  with  gentle  eyes, 

No  glorious  boxer  will  he  be 

By  Isthmian  toil,  nor  will  he  bear  the  prize 
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In  Grecian  car  drawn  by  his  steed 

Untiring  :  he  no  Delian  leaves  shall  twine 

For  deeds  of  war,  the  general's  meed 

Who  kings'  big  threats  hath  crush'd  ;  nor  will  he  shine 

Climbing  the  Capitolian  steep. 

But  brooks  that  flow  fair  Tibur's  fields  along, 
And  groves  with  leaves  thick-woven  deep, 

Shall  make  him  noble  by  Aeolian  song. 

'Tis  Rome  above  all  cities  queen, 

Whose  sons  now  deign  to  rank  me  as  by  right 
Of  the  sweet  poet-choir  ;  and  spleen 

Dares  less  with  envious  tooth  my  fame  to  bite. 

0  Muse,  who  temper' d  to  thy  wish 

The  golden  shell's  sweet  sounds  art  strong  to  sway ; 
Who  even  to  the  voiceless  fish 

Could'st  give  at  will  the  swan's  melodious  lay ; 

Thy  boon  it  is,  thy  boon  entire, 

That,  as  men  pass,  each  finger  points  to  me 
The  minstrel  of  the  Roman  lyre  : 

I  breathe,  I  please  (if  aught  I  please)  thro'  thee. 


Ode  IV 

What  a  champion  is  Claudius  Drusus  Nero  !  A  brave  son  of 
brave  sires  :  his  ancestor  defeated  the  Punic  armies,  and  forced 
Hannibal  to  own  Rome  invincible. 

As  eagle — who  Jove's  bolts  doth  bear. 

King  of  wild  birds  by  king  of  gods  becrown'd, 
A  courier  faithful  found 

To  win  him  Ganymede  of  the  yellow  hair — 

By  youthful  force  and  inborn  might 

Forth  from  the  nest  is  sped,  nor  knows  his  powers, 

But  after  winter  showers 
On  gales  of  spring  unwonted  feats  of  flight 
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Timidly  learns,  and  on  tlie  fold 

Soon  swoops  a  sudden  foe,  or  onset  makes 

On  backward-writhing  snakes, 
By  love  of  feast  and  battle  render'd  bold ; 

Such  foe  the  Vindelicians  saw 

In  Rhoetia's  land  beneath  their  Alpine  height, 

When  Drusus  dared  the  fight. 
With  axe  each  hand  was  arm'd,  (by  what  old  law 

That  Amazonian  blade  they  wield 

I  care  not — all  man  may  not  know)  but  far 
And  long  uncheck'd  their  war 

To  skill  of  youthful  captains  now  must  jdeld. 

They  felt  the  might  of  generous  mind 

In  favouring  shrine  of  holy  home  uprear'd, 
And  to  a  prince  endear'd 

Who  fosters  Nero's  sons  as  father  kind. 

The  brave  are  born  of  brave  and  good  ; 

Kine,  horses,  of  their  sires  inherit  still 

The  excellence,  nor  will 
Bold  ernes  beget  unwarlike  doves  for  brood  : 

But  nature  groweth  being  train'd  ; 

Strong  hearts  are  stronger  yet  by  culture  taught ; 

When  morals  sink  to  naught, 
Good,  howso  great  inborn,  by  faults  is  stain'd. 

What  debt  to  Neros  thou,  0  Rome, 

Dost  owe,  Metaurus'  stream  may  witness  well. 
And  Hasdrubal  who  fell. 

Yea  and  the  day  that  scatter'd  Latin  gloom, 

That  day  that  first  with  largess  smiled, 

Since  th'  Afric  pest  through  towns  Italian  rode, 
As  flame  through  piny  wood. 

Or  o'er  Sicilian  waves  the  east-wind  wild. 
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Thereafter  Roman  armies,  cheer'd 

By  well-sped  labours,  wax'd  in  hopes  yet  more  ; 

And  temples,  waste  before 
By  Punic  riot,  soon  their  gods  uprear'd : 

Till  faithless  Hannibal's  despair 

Found  words  :  "  We  deer,  of  ravening  wolves  the  prey, 

Chase,  when  to  flee  away 
And  foil  such  foes  were  triumph  rich  and  rare. 

This  race,  who  dauntless  from  Troy's  flame 
With  household  gods,  sons,  fathers  of  ripe  age. 
Over  the  billowy  rage 

Of  Tuscan  seas  to  towns  Ausonian  came, 

Like  oak  that  pruning  axe  doth  feel 

On  Algidus  the  nurse  of  dark-leaved  wood, 
Thro'  losses  and  through  blood 

Draws  life  and  vigour  from  the  very  steel. 

Hydra's  lopp'd  heads  not  firmer  grew 

'Gainst  Hercules,  who  chafed  to  be  o'ercome. 
Nor  Thebes,  Echion's  home. 

Or  Colchis  e'er  to  breed  worse  portent  knew. 

Plunge  Rome  beneath  the  deep — she  dives 

To  rise  more  fair.     Wrestle — with  praise  she'll  throw 
Her  fresh  victorious  foe. 

And  wage  new  wars  a  tale  for  wondering  wives. 

To  Carthage  never  now  again 

Proud  conqueror's  message  shall  I  send.    Dead,  dead 

Is  hope,  and  fortune  fled 
Of  our  great  name,  since  Hasdrubal  is  slain." 

By  Claudian  hands  no  doughty  deed 

Shall  lack  achievement  :  Jove  with  favouring  will 

Shields  them,  and  thoughtful  skill 
Through  war's  sharp  stress  to  happy  issue  leads. 
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Ode  V 


Augustus,  stay  not  too  long  away  in  Gaul.  Your  presence 
assures  safety.  We  have  peace  at  home,  peace  abroad.  Long 
may  it  last ! 

God-given  prince,  of  our  Romulean  race 

Blest  guardian,  we  too  long  thy  absence  mourn  : 

Thou  saidst  the  reverend  Senate  should  thy  face 
Soon  see.     Keep  faith,  return. 

Light  to  thy  country,  bounteous  chief,  restore  : 
For  when  like  spring  thy  look  resplendent  seen 

Thy  people  cheers,  the  day  hath  joyaunce  more, 
The  suns  have  better  sheen. 

As  mother  fond  a  son — whom  south- wind's  blast 
Envious  beyond  the  wide  Carpathian  main 

Late  lingering,  though  the  year  be  fully  past, 
Doth  from  sweet  home  detain — 

Calls  back  with  vow,  with  omen,  and  with  prayer, 
Her  eyes  ne'er  loosing  from  the  curved  strand ; 

So  for  our  Caesar  now,  by  loyal  care 
Deep-smitten,  yearns  his  land. 

For  safe  the  kine  about  our  fields  may  go, 
Our  fields  by  Ceres  and  kind  Plenty  crown'd  : 

Sailors  o'er  peaceful  seas  fly  to  and  fro  ; 
Faith  pure  of  blame  is  found. 

Our  homes  are  chaste,  not  stain'd  by  deed  of  shame ; 

Conscience  and  law  have  purged  our  guilt  herein ; 
Sons  like  their  sires  win  for  our  wives  good  name ; 

Swift  vengeance  waits  on  sin. 

From  Parthian  who,  who  from  cold  Scythian  harm 
Can  fear  ?  who  whatso  rough  Germania  breeds. 

While  Caesar  lives  and  reigns  ?  Who  war's  alarm 
In  fierce  Iberia  heeds  ? 
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On  his  own  hills  each  till  the  day  goes  down 
Marries  to  unwed  trees  the  clinging  vine. 

Then  glad  returns,  with  cups  his  meal  to  crown 
And  worship  thee  with  wine. 

Thee  with  much  prayer,  thee  with  Hbation  strong 
From  holy  dish  'mid  household  gods  men  please ; 

So  of  her  Castor  Greece  is  mindful  long. 
And  of  great  Hercules. 

0  grant  to  Italy  long  holiday, 

Thou  bounteous  prince  !     This  with  the  day  begun 
Dry-lipp'd  at  morn,  this  wet  with  wine  we  say. 

When  ocean  hides  the  sun. 


Ode  VI 

Phoebus,  thou  humbler  of  the  proud,  helper  of  Rome's  father 
Aeneas,  honour  my  Latin  muse.  And  ye  choir,  learn  your  song 
aright. 

Hail,  god,  whom  sons  of  Niobe  once  knew 
Avenger  of  rash  tongue,  and  Tityos  bold 
To  ravish,  yea,  and  he  who  nigh  o'erthrew 
Troy's  lofty  hold, 

Phthian  Achilles,  passing  men  in  might. 

Yet  not  thy  peer  ;  though  goddess-born  withal 
He  Dardan  towers  with  his  dread  lance  in  fight 
Shook  to  their  fall. 

As  'neath  the  biting  steel  the  pine-tree  proud, 

As  cypress  stricken  by  the  eastern  gust, 
So  prone  outstretcht  his  humbled  neck  he  bow'd 
In  Trojan  dust. 

He  never  pent  within  the  horse  that  feign'd 

To  honour  Pallas,  while  mad  holiday 
Troy  kept,  and  courtiers  danced,  his  foes  had  deign'd 
Thus  to  betray. 
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Openly  he  his  rage  had  wreak'd  (0  shame  !) 

On  captives,  yea,  and  from  their  mothers  torn 
Had  burn'd  e'en  infants  in  Achaean  flame. 
Or  babes  unborn  : 


Had  not  the  twain  prevail'd  importunate, 

Thou  and  sweet  Venus  ;  whence  the  Father  will'd 
That  our  Aeneas  should  with  better  fate 
His  ramparts  baild. 

0  lyric  teacher  of  Thalia's  strain, 

Phoebus,  who  lav'st  thy  locks  in  Xanthus'  dews, 
Beardless  igyieus,  honour  and  sustain 
_   ,    My  Daunian  Muse. 

'Tis  Phoebus  who  my  minstrelsy  inspires, 

Phoebus  my  art,  who  gives  a  poet's  name. 

Ye  virgins  high,  and  boys  who  from  your  sires 

Bright  glory  claim. 

Wards  of  the  Delian  goddess  who  can  quell 

With  bow  the  deer  and  lynxes'  flying  feet, 
Mark  ye  the  Lesbian  measure,  mark  ye  well 
My  thumb's  true  beat. 

Duly  now  chaunt  ye  great  Latcna's  son. 

Duly  the  crescent  fire  who  rules  the  night. 
Who  blesseth  fields  and  maketh  months  to  run 
In  rolling  flight. 

Thou,  maid,  when  wed  wilt  say  :  "  To  please  high  heaven 
When  years  fivescore  complete  brought  festal  days, 

1  learn'd  and  sang  in  words  by  Horace  given 

The  hymn  of  praise." 
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Ode    VII 


Spring's  delights  return.     But  the  changes  of  season  warn  us  how 
brief  is  Ufe,  how  certain  death. 

The  snows  have  fled  ;  now  fields  again  with  grass, 

And  trees  with  leaves  are  green  : 

Earth  suffers  change  ;  their  wonted  banks  between 
The  shrinking  rivers  pass : 

The  Grace  and  sisters  twain  and  Nymphs  may  dare 

Disrobed  the  dance  to  lead. 

"  Hope    nought    immortal."     This    with    warning 
speed 
Year  day  and  hour  declare. 

Cold  milder  grows  by  Zephyrs,  Summer  spurns 
Spent  Spring,  yet  dies,  for  soon 
Hath  Autumn  apple-laden  pour'd  her  boon, 

And  Winter  dead  returns. 

But  seasons  marr'd  are  by  swift  moons  remade  : 
We  to  our  sires  below — 
Aeneas,   TuUus,   Ancus — when  we  go, 

Are  always  dust  and  shade. 

Who  knows  if  yet  the  morrow  of  to-day 

Waits  him  by  grace  of  heaven  ? 

Indulge  thy  kindly  soul :  on  gifts  so  given 
No  grasping  heir  will  prey. 

Torquatus,  thee,  once  dead  and  doom'd  before 

Judge  Minos'  grand  assize, 

No  noble  birth,  no  fluent  words  and  wise. 
No  goodness  will  restore. 

Dian  her  pure  Hippolytus,  once  slain,  ' 

Frees  not  from  gloom  of  Hell, 
Nor  Theseus  from  Pirithoiis  loved  so  well 

Can  break  Lethaean  chain. 
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Ode     VIII 

I  cannot  give  costly  presents.  Verses  I  can  give  :  you  will  like 
them  best.  And  they  are  the  best  memorial,  as  many  examples 
show. 

Bright  dish  and  bronze  to  every  friend, 
A  welcome  boon,  I'd  bounteous  send, 
My  Censorinus  ;  tripods  too, 
Greek  cbampions'  prizes ;  nor  should  you 
The  worst  gifts  win,  if  but  in  store 
I  had  such  wares  as  heretofore 
Parrhasius  wrought,  or  Scopas  old  ; 
Whereof  the  one  in  stone  could  mould. 
The  other  with  moist  hues  o'erlaid 
Now  man  now  god  at  will  portrayed. 
But  I  this  plenty  lack  ;  nor  please 
Your  purse  or  taste  delights  like  these. 
Verses  you  love  :  verses  bestow 
I  can,  and  can  their  value  show. 
Not  marble,  where  recording  knife 
Hath  cut  the  words  that  give  back  life 
And  breath  to  glorious  captains  dead — 
Where  threats  of  Hannibal  are  read 
Repulsed,  and  Carthage  wrapt  in  flame, 
False  town — not  this  can  him,  whose  name 
Was  won  from  Airic  quell'd,  so  praise 
As  can  our  bold  Calabrian's  lays. 
If  written  page  on  your  good  deed 
Be  mute,  you  miss  your  proper  meed. 
What  would  be  he  who  drew  his  birth 
From  Mars  and  Ilia,  if  his  worth 
Dumb  envy  cloak'd  ?     From  Stygian  flood 
Power,  will,  and  tongue  of  poets  good 
Snatch'd  Aeacus,  and  make  him  rest 
A  holy  judge  in  islands  blest. 
Him  who  earns  praise  the  Muse  to  die 
Forbids,  and  guerdons  with  the  sky. 
Thus  Hercules,  who  tireless  strove, 
Sits  at  the  wish'd-for  board  of  Jove  : 
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Thus  rose  the  Twins  to  starry  pride, 
And  snatch  toss'd  ships  from  whelming  tide  : 
Thus  with  green  vine-leaf  in  his  brows 
Blest  Liber  prospers  mortals'  vows. 

Ode   IX 

LolliuF>  my  poems  will  live :  there  is  room  for  many  and  various 
poets.  Noble  men  would  be  forgotten  without.poetry.  So  I  will 
praise  your  virtue.     Virtue  is  the  best  wajersxiCof  happiness. 

Think  not  'twill  die,  whate'er  I  sing ; 

Who,  born  where  Aufidus  doth  loudly  roar, 

By  arts  ne'er  shown  before 
Speak  words  most  tuneable  to  lyric  string. 

For  though  old  Homer  hold  first  place. 
Nor  Pindar  nor  the  Cean  lurk  unknown, 
Nor  he  of  threatening  tone, 

Alcaeus,  nor  Stesichorus'  grave  grace. 

Anacreon's  sport  writ  long  ago 

Time  hath  not  kill'd  :  maid  Sappho  to  the  lyre 

Trusted  her  love  and  fire  ; 
Th'  Aeolian's  love  still  breathes,  still  lives  her  glow. 

For  sleek  locks  of  a  paramour, 

Gold- spangled  raiment,  royal  state  and  train, 

In  admiration  vain 
Not  only  Spartan  Helen  burn'd  of  yore  : 

Nor  first  did  Teucer  arrows  aim 

From  Cretan  bow  :  not  once  was  Troy  o'erthrown  ; 

Not  Sthenelus  alone 
Or  huge  Idomeneus  fought  fights  of  fame 

Theme  for  the  Muse  :  not  keen  and  brave 

Did  Hector  and  Deiphobus  hard  blows 

First  bear  of  doughty  foes, 
Their  chaste  wives  and  their  little  ones  to  save. 
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Before  king  Agamemnon's  sway 

Lived  champions  not  a  few  :  who  all  unwept 

In  long  long  night  have  slept 
Unknown  for  lack  of  sacred  poet's  lay. 

Virtue  conceal' d  scarce  differs  aught 

From  buried  worthlessness.     Not  dumb  will  I 
Pass  thee  unwritten  by, 

Or  leave  the  many  labours  thou  hast  wrought, 


My  Lollius,  by  oblivion's  spite 

To  be  devour'd.     Foreseeing  is  thy  mind  ; 

And,  whether  times  be  kind 
Or  cruel,  still,  through  every  change  upright, 


To  greedy  fraud  deals  vengeance  due. 

From  money,  all-seducing  lure,  abstaining ; 
Nor  for  one  year  remaining 

Brief  consul,  thou'rt  the  judge  aye  good  and  true, 


Who  honour  holds  than  gain  more  dear, 

Who  bribes  of  guilt  rejects  with  glances  proud, 
And  through  th'  opposing  crowd, 

An  armed  victor,  knows  his  way  to  clear. 

Not  him  whose  coffers  riches  fill 

Call  rightly  happy  ;  rightlier  may  he  claim 

Of  happy  man  the  name. 
Who  gifts  of  gods  wisely  to  use  hath  skill. 


Who  can  the  pinch  of  need  defy. 

Who  worse  than  death  dreads  shame.     He,  void  of  fear, 

For  what  he  prizes  dear, 
Or  friends  or  fatherland,  endures  to  die. 
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Ode  X 


Ligurinus,  a  time  will  come  when  you  will  repent  of  your  scornful 
pride. 

0  CRUEL  even  yet,  whom  Venus  arms 

With  all  her  charms  ; 
When  downy  plumes  unlook'd  for  come  and  hide 

Thy  smooth-skinn'd  pride, 
When  thinn'd  shall  fall  thy  now  rich-waving  hair 

On  shoulders  fair. 
When  thy  complexion,  that  the  rose  in  dye 

May  now  outvie, 
Shall  change,  and  Ligurinus  for  soft  grace 

Show  shaggy  face  ; 
Then  thou,  thyself  within  the  mirror  seeing 

Another  being, 
**  0  wherefore  lack'd  I  as  a  boy  "  wilt  say 

"  Thoughts  of  to-day  ? 
Or  why  return  not  with  this  wiser  lore 

Cheeks  as  before  ?  " 

Ode  XI 

Phyllis,  come,  and  with  me  keep  the  birthday  of  Maecenas.  You 
are  aiming  too  high  in  your  love  :  moderate  your  hopes.  Mean- 
while sing  to  me  and  banish  cares. 

I  HAVE  a  cask  of  Alban  wine — 

Its  ninth  year  past ;  Phyllis,  I  have 
Trim  parsley  plots  our  wreaths  to  twine. 
And  ivy  brave. 

Wherewith  best  shines  your  hair  in  snood. 

My  house  with  silver  laugheth  bright. 
The  leaf- crown' d  altar  craves  the  blood 
Of  lambkin  white. 

All  hands  are  hurrying  ;  to  and  fro 

Eun  boys  and  maids,  my  serving-folk ; 
See,  flickering  flames  up-whirling  throw 
Their  sooty  smoke. 
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But  know  what  joys  you're  call'd  to  share  : 

With  me  you'll  honour  April's  Ides  : 
The  month  of  Venus,  sea- queen  fair, 
That  day  divides. 

Rightly  I  keep  it,  and  that  morn 

Than  mine  own  birthday  holier  deem, 
Whence  counteth  my  Maecenas  born 
His  years'  swift  stream. 

You  covet  Telephus  :  but  him 

(A  stripling  not  your  peer)  hath  ta'en 
A  lady  rich  of  wanton  whim 
In  welcome  chain. 

Burnt  Phaiithon  rash  hopes  may  fright. 

And  winged  Pegasus,  in  scorn 
Bellerophon  his  earthly  knight 
Spurning,  may  warn  : 

Seek  your  fair  due,  from  hopes  above 
Your  lawful  measure  shrink  aghast, 
Shun  an  ill  match.     Come  now,  my  love — 
My  very  last, 

For  never  womankind  again 

Shall  warm  me — learn  you  tuneful  airs, 
And  sweetly  sing  ;  with  song  shall  wane 
Your  gloomy  cares. 

Ode  XII 

'Tis  spring,  and  a  thirsty  time  :  come,  Virgilius,  and  drink  with 
me.  But  you  must  bring  spikenard  for  your  share.  And  we  will 
have  some  merry  foohng. 

Now  Spring's  companions,  Thracian  gales,  once  more 
Sweeping  calm  seas  on  sailor's  canvas  blow ; 

No  longer  lawns  are  hard,  nor  rivers  roar 
Swollen  with  winter  snow. 
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She  builds  her  nest  who  Itys  sadly  sings, 
Poor  bird,  and  doth  the  shame  eternal  tell 

Of  Cecrops'  house,  requiting  lust  of  kings 
With  vengeance  all  too  fell. 

The  guardians  of  fat  sheep  on  grassy  mead 
Now  pipe  their  strains,  and  with  rejoicing  fill 

The  god  who  loves  the  flocks  that  roam  and  feed 
On  Arcady's  dark  hill. 

Virgilius,  thirsty  times  are  come  again  : 
But  if,  0  friend  of  noble  youths,  you  burn 

The  god-giv'n  juice  of  Calene  vat  to  drain, 
Your  wine  with  nard  you'll  earn. 

A  nard-box  small  will  lure  to  light  of  day 

A  jar  in  bins  Sulpician  laid  aslope, 
Potent  to  wash  our  bitter  cares  away 

And  bounteous  of  new  hope. 

To  joys  like  these  if  eager  you  incline. 

Come  quick,  and  bring  your  price.     I  am  no  lord, 
To  wet  you  all  untax'd  with  cups  of  mine, 

Rich  in  a  house  well- stored. 

But  stay  not,  heed  not  gain.     Think  how  apace 

Death's  fires  draw  near.     With  deep  thoughts  (while 
you  may) 

Brief  folly  blend.     'Tis  sweet  in  proper  place 
Wisdom  to  put  away. 

Ode  XIII 

Lyce,  you  are  old  and  ugly.     What  a  beauty  you  were  !     What 
a  wreck  you  are  ! 

/ 
Lyce,  the  gods  have  heard  my  prayer, 

Have  heard  my  prayer  :  thou  growest  old. 
Yet  fain  wouldst  pass  for  fair. 

And  play'st  and  drink'st  unshamed  and  bold. 
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Wine-flush' d  thou  woo'st  with  quavering  song 

Slow  Cupid  :  he  young  Chia  seeks 
(Sweet  minstrel  she)  and  long 

He  sentinels  her  comely  cheeks. 

For  wither'd  oaks  he  proud  and  hard 

Flies  past,  and  shrinks  from  thee  in  dread, 

By  yellow  teeth  now  marr'd 
And  wrinkles  and  a  snow- strewn  head. 

Not  Coan  purple  can  recall. 

Nor  glittering  stones,  thy  prime  of  age, 
Which  fleet  time  once  for  all 

Hath  writ  and  closed  in  mindful  page. 

Where  is  her  charm  ?  her  colour  where  ? 

Her  moving  grace  ?     Hers,  hers,  I  say, 
Who  with  love-breathing  air 

Stole  me  from  mine  own  self  away  : 

Fair  face,  and  after  Cinara  best. 

And  skill'd  to  please.     But  fates  with  boon 
Of  brief  years  Cinara  bless'd. 

To  Lyce  doom'd  long  life,  till  soon 

The  crone  shall  match  in  eld  the  crow  : 

That  youths  might  see,  fond  youths  who  burn'd, 

With  laughter  loud  the  show — 
A  crumbling  torch  to  ashes  turn'd. 


Ode  XIV 

Augustus,  how  can  we  praise  thee  enough  ?  Tiberius  Claudius 
Nero  won  victories  through  thee.  Success  attends  thy  arms  every- 
where. 

How  shall  a  senate's  or  a  people's  care 
Bestow  full  honours,  and  to  future  age 
By  the  recording  page 

And  titles  eternize  thy  virtues  rare, 
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Augustus,  prince  above  all  princes  great, 
Where'er  the  sun  lights  habitable  shore  ? 
Of  Latin  rule  before 

Unskiird,  the  Vindelicians  learn'd  of  late 

Thy  warlike  power  :  for  with  thy  hosts  in  fight 
Bold  Drusus  the  Genaunian's  ruthless  crew 
And  Breunians  swift  o'erthrew. 

Whose  strongholds  crown'd  the  horrid  Alpine  height, 

And  paid  them  back  with  vengeance  manifold. 

Anon  the  elder  Nero  dared  essay 

With  fav'ring  gods  the  fray, 
And  the  tall  Rhoetians'  onset  backwards  roU'd. 

A  wondrous  sight  in  martial  combat  he. 

When  breasts  that  death  with  freedom  sternly  chose 
He  smote  with  mighty  blows  : 

Yea,  as  wild  Auster  buffets  of  the  sea 

Th'  unruly  waves,  what  time  the  Pleiad  choir 
Rend  stormy  clouds,  so  he  unwearied  strove, 
Brake  hostile  troops,  and  drove 

His  snorting  steed  through  midmost  battle-fire. 

So  bellowing  buU-Hke,  Aufidus  amain 

Rolls  onward  through  Apulian  Daunus'  realm, 
When  bent  in  rage  to  whelm 

With  terror- striking  flood  the  well-till'd  plain  ; 

As  Claudius  with  fell  onset  did  astound 

Barbarians  iron-mail'd,  whose  ranks  he  mow'd 
From  van  to  rear,  and  strow'd, 

A  scathless  conqueror,  the  cumber'd  ground. 

Whereto  thy  hosts,  thy  counsels  were  supplied. 
Thy  grace  divine,  0  prince.     For,  since  that  day 
When  Alexandria  lay 

SuppHant,  and  oped  her  ports  and  halls  of  pride 
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Forsaken,  thrice  five  years  have  sped,  and  still 
Fortune  thine  arms  hath  bless'd,  and  for  thee  won 
(Thy  warlike  biddings  done) 

Glory  and  praise  thine  utmost  wish  to  fill. 

Thee  the  Biscayan  tameless  heretofore, 

Thee,  who  of  Italy  and  of  Rome,  great  queen, 
A  present  guard  art  seen, 

Mede,  Indian,  nomad  Scythian,  all  adore. 

Thee  Nil  as,  who  his  fountain- sources  hides, 

And  Ister's  flood ;  thee  Tigris  strongly  streaming, 
Thee  Ocean  monster-teeming, 

That  smites  far  Britons  with  resounding  tides  ; 

Thee  Gaul,  whom  death  can  never  daunt,  thee  now 
Obedient  hears  the  land  of  hardy  Spain  ; 
To  thee  Sygambrians,  fain 

Erewhile  of  blood,  with  peaceful  weapons  bow. 

Ode   XV 

Phoebus  forbade  me  to  treat  of  warlike  themes.  Peace  is  what 
thy  reign,  O  Caesar,  has  brought.  Unmolested  from  abroad,  safe 
at  home,  we  can  feast  and  sing. 

Battles  and  vanquished  towns  to  sing  I  sought ; 

But  Phoebus  chid  me  with  stern  chord  :  "  Beware  ! 

Nor  Tuscan  surges  dare 
With  tiny  sails."     'Tis  peace  thine  age  has  brought, 

0  Caesar,  and  with  corn  our  fields  has  blest ; 

The  standards  from  proud  Parthian  portals  ta'en 

Restoring  now  again 
To  Roman  Jove.     Wars  it  hath  made  to  rest. 

Hath  shut  Quirinus'  gate  :  on  license  bold. 
Which  wandering  had  the  rule  of  right  o'erpast, 
A  bridle  it  hath  cast, 

Banish'd  our  faults,  recall'd  those  arts  of  old. 
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Whereby  th'  Italian  strength  and  Latin  name 
Grew  great ;  and  from  the  sun's  uprising  spread 
To  his  far  western  bed 

Are  noised  our  Empire's  majesty  and  fame. 

Nor  civil  rage,  while  Caesar  guards  our  state, 
Shall  peace  destroy,  nor  force  of  foreign  hordes, 
Nor  strife,  that  forges  swords 

And  wretched  towns  divides  by  ruinous  hate. 

None  shall  e'er  break  the  JuHan  edicts,  none  ; 

Deep  Danube's  drinkers,  Getans,  Serian  crew, 

Parthians  to  faith  untrue. 
Or  nations  born  beside  the  river  Don. 

And  we,  on  common  and  on  holy  days, 
When  merry  Liber's  favours  circle  free. 
With  wives  and  children  we 

first  to  the  gods  our  prayer  will  duly  raise  : 

Then,  while  soft  flutes  our  voices  breathe  among, 
(Our  fathers'  wont)  departed  warriors  bold, 
Troy's  town,  Anchises  old, 

And  kindly  Venus'  son  shall  wake  our  song. 


THE    SECULAE    HYMN 

Phoebus  and  Diana,  bless  Rome,  her  women,  children,  lands, 
cattle,  fruits.  And  ye  gods  who  helped  Rome's  founding,  prosper 
her  still.  May  Augustus,  who  has  given  us  much,  reign  victorious  ! 
Phoebus  and  Diana  mean  this  for  Rome  :  so  wills  Jove,  and  so  all 
the  gods.     This  we  firmly  trust. 

Phoebus,  and  Dian  woodland  queen,  ye  pair 

Who  shine  of  heaven  the  glorious  light  and  pride. 

Still  worshipful  and  worshipt,  grant  our  pray'r 
Upon  this  holy  tide  : 

When  at  the  bidding  of  the  Sibyl's  verse 

Our  chosen  maids,  and  boys  all  pure  of  stain, 

To  gods  who  love  the  seven- fold  hills  rehearse 
A  solemn  choral  strain. 


Kind  Sun,  who  in  bright  car  the  day  dost  bring 
And  hide,  the  same  and  other,  old  and  new, 

Than  Eome's  great  city  may  no  greater  thing 
Meet  thine  all- seeing  view  ! 

Grant  timely  birth,  our  mothers  make  thy  care, 

Deliverer  Ilithyia,  gentle  dame, 
Lucina,  Genitalis,  whichsoe'er 

Best  likes  thee  for  thy  name. 

0  goddess,  help  our  offspring,  and  fulfil 

Good  end  to  what  the  Fathers  have  decreed 

On  wedlock  and  a  marriage-law  that  still 
New  sons  for  Kome  shall  breed  : 
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That  duly  after  years  eleven  times  ten 

Tlie  circling  age  may  bring  back  sport  and  song, 

Thrice  by  tbe  light  of  day,  and  thrice  again 
When  glad  night  calls  the  throng. 

Ye  too,  truth-singing  Fates,  whose  word  stands  fast, 
Once  spoken,  ever  kept — since  firm  design 

Works  all  things  to  sure  end — to  glorious  past 
A  glorious  future  join. 

Let  fields  with  cattle  teem,  and  thick  with  corn 
A  bounteous  crown  of  ears  for  Ceres  bear  ; 

By  healthful  waters  let  our  nurslings  born 
Grow  strong  in  heaven's  free  air. 

Gentle  and  mild,  thy  sheathed  shafts  unseen, 
Apollo,  list  to  boys  who  humbly  kneel ; 

List,  Lady  Moon,  of  stars  two-horned  queen. 
Our  maidens'  meek  appeal. 

And  ye — if  Rome  your  work  is,  if  the  band 
From  lUon,  who  won  th'  Etruscan  shore, 

Changed  home  and  city  by  divine  command 
Safe-sped  the  wide  seas  o'er, 

For  whom  the  pure  Aeneas  through  Troy's  blaze 
Passing  unharm'd,  his  country  to  o'erlive, 

Wrought  a  free  way,  hoping  in  after  days 
More  than  they  lost  to  give — 

Ye  gods,  grant  honesty,  with  docile  mood 
To  youth,  to  calm  old  age  grant  quietness. 

And  our  Romulean  race  with  offspring  good 
And  wealth  and  honour  bless. 

And  what  your  worshipper  with  oxen  white, 

(Of  Venus  and  Anchises  noble  child) 
Craves,  let  him  win,  a  conqueror  in  fight. 

To  fallen  foemen  mild. 
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Lo  now,  those'  hands  by  land  and  sea  so  strong, 
Those  Alban  axes  daunt  the  humbled  Mede ; 

Lo,  Scythian  horde  and  Ind,  disdainful  long. 
For  peaceful  answer  plead. 

Lo,  faith,  peace,  honour,  and — our  olden  grace — 
Pure  modesty  and  virtae  (late  a  scorn) 

Dare  to  return,  and  plenty  shows  her  face. 
Blest  power,  with  brimming  horn. 

Phoebus,  wise  augur,  fair  with  shining  bow, 
And  of  the  Muses  nine  the  leader  dear, 

And  leech  well- skill' d,  when  sickness  lays  us  low. 
Our  limbs  to  raise  and  cheer. 

Pleased  his  high  temple  Palatine  to  see. 
Bids  Roman  rule  and  Latin  welfare  last 

To  lustres  new,  and  ages  endlessly 
Still  better  than  the  past. 

And  Dian,  she  who  holdeth  Aventine 
And  Algidus,  what  thrice  five  elders  pray 

Will  heed,  and  friendly  ear  to  words  incline 
That  reverent  children  say. 

Such  issues  Jove  and  all  the  gods  desire ; 

With  this  good  hope  and  trust  I  homeward  hie, 
Who  Phoebus'  praise  and  Dian's  in  full  choir 

Have  learnt  to  magnify. 
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and  prevailing  note  throughout  the  book  i^  a  deep  and  reverent  feeling  for  ni^ture." 

Sheffield  1  elegraph. — "'A  Moorland  Brook  and  other  Poems'  is  made  up  of 
nearly  eighty  pieces.  Neither  literary  grace  nor  the  poetic  gift  is  wanting,  and  the 
book  as  a  whole  can  be  recommended." 

Bradford  Observer. — "These  snatches  of  nature  songs  fall  on  the  ear  with  all 
the  charm  of  evening  bells  heard  afar  in  the  summer  evening  stillness.  The  love  of 
nature  is  a  passion  with  the  writer,  and  his  observation  is  disciplined  and  penetrating. 
.  .  .  These  i-ongs  are  full  of  that  interpretative  emotion,  and  the  sweetness  of  their 
verse  form,  in  spite  of  too  frequent  lapses,  will  make  this  little  book  a  cherished 
companion  to  all  who  are  smitten  with  the  love  of  song," 

Liverpool  Post. — "  There  is  a  true  rirg  of  poetical  afflatus  in  some  of  them,  and 
the  volume,  as  a  whole,  is  distinctly  above  the  average  of  the  minor  poet." 

Belfast  ^orths■rn  Whig.— "  A  volume  of  verse  of  much  more  than  usual  merit 
will  be  f  )und  in  '  A  Moorland  Brook  and  other  Poems.*" 

Western  Mercury. — "  Any  one  tond  of  poe'.ry  will  find  a  deal  of  pleasure  in  the 
perusal  of  these  snatches  of  song  aid  verse  pictures." 

Nottingham  Guardian.— "The  author  t  f  'A  Moorland  Brook  and  ether  Poenrs  * 
has  a  considerable  facility  of  expression,  and  much  ingenuity  in  varying  the  form  m 
which  he  chooses  to  present  his  verse.  The  poem  which  gives  the  title  to  the  volume 
is  good.'* 

Liverpool  Courier. — "  Mr  Keane  ha^^  incisive  thoughts  on  love  and  life,  a  gracious 
fancy,  a  sure  eye  for  natural  beauty,  and  a  true  lyrical  note.  His  verses  sing  as 
one  reads  them,  and  they  maybe  commended  to  musical  compo^ets  in  search  of 
inspiration." 
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SOME    PRESS    OPINIONS 

"The  Memoirs  afe  wonderfully  interesting  reading,  considering  that 
they  sketch  in  rapid  review  the  scenes  and  events  of  a  long  and  stiiring 
life." — Times, 

**  This  is  an  altogether  charming  and,  moreover,  an  exceedingly 
instructive  book.  Judge  O'Connor,  as  well  as  being  a  graceful  writer, 
has  a  mind  so  amply  stored  with  military  history  and  other  knowledge, 
that  it  has  been,  to  him,  an  easy  task,  not  only  to  modernise  the  narrative 
itself,  but  also  to  amplify  it,  and  thus  render  it  a  very  complete  and 
entire  course  of  events.  *The  Memoirs  of  Gerald  O'Connor'  should 
find  favour  with  all  classes." — United  Service  Magazine. 

**The  Memoirs  are  interesting,  not  to  say  stirring." — Saturday  Review. 

"The  book  covers  a  tumultuous  and  absorbing  period,  aad  the  treat- 
ment is  of  a  kind  that,  being  based  on  ascertainable  fact,  gains  in  attrac- 
tiveness by  the  introduction  of  a  striking  personality.  Altogether,  the 
book,  while  recalling  a  memorable  character,  affords  an  acceptable  survey 
of  a  specially  noteworthy  time." — Morning  Post. 

"  An  interesting  historical  narrative.  A  better  story  of  the  Iiish 
campaign  of  the  Boyne,  Derry  and  Aughrim,  and  of  the  wars  of  Marl- 
borough it  would  not  be  easy  to  write,  and  its  historical  value  is  sound 
and  thorough." — St  Jameses  Gazette, 

"The  Memoirs  are  of  distinct  historical  value." — Daily  News. 

"  It  seldom  falls  to  the  lot  of  a  reviewer  to  come  across  so  fascinating 
a  volume  as  '  The  Memoirs  of  Gerald  O'Connor '  .  .  .  the  learned  Judge 
has  told  the  story  in  simple,  eloquent  language,  which  carries  conviction 
with  it." — Westminister  Review. 

"The  book  is  thoroughly  interesting." — Yorkshire  Post. 
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THIS  BOOK  IS  DUE  ON  THE  LAST  DATE 
STAMPED  BELOW 


AN  INITIAL  FINE  OF  25  CENTS 

WILL  BE  ASSESSED  FOR  FAILURE  TO  RETURN 
THIS  BOOK  ON  THE  DATE  DUE.  THE  PENALTY 
WILL  INCREASE  TO  SO  CENTS  ON  THE  FOURTH 
DAY  AND  TO  $1.00  ON  THE  SEVENTH  DAY 
OVERDUE. 


SEP  28  1933 


OCT  13    1933 


MAR    2  1934 


APR  27  1940 


IN  STACKS 


MARG     1961 


JD] 


FEB  121042 


^■^tt  ^  ^^'' 


-:P 


JA«2  6'64-5PM 


22- 


JUL  2  81966  7  7 


WAR  80  )Q/i: 


AFF<    -  ■  0 — H» 
-!6MAY58J? 


RECftlJ^.si'i^*^ 


T^ 


REctrnx 


JL 


^^'66|,U^P 


72-11  AM>-  6 


LD  21-100m-7,'33 


UNIVERSITY  OF  CALIFORNIA  LIBRARY^ 


